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For nearly 60 years, 
Playboy Magazine has 
made a splash with its 
mind-blowing covers. 
Now, for the first time, 
there is a book dedicated 
to this American icon. 


Featuring hundreds of 
color photographs and 
behind-the-scenes outtakes 
from cover shoots. 

Foreword by Pamela Anderson, text by 
Damon Brown. Sterling Publishing. 

310 pages. 9" by 11." $35 ($42 in Canada). 

Go to amazon.com to order. 
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Angelina Sparks Kanapi 


M l istorically speaking, independent 
I filmmaking began its life when 
I leading Hollywood silent film 
I stars opted to operate their 
I own production company in 
response to the alarming control that major motion 
picture studios had on their stars, their careers, and 
their salary. Nowadays, independent filmmaking is an 
established art form where big name stars can show 
off acting chops they wouldn’t normally be able to 
display in big studio movies. 

And just as indie films are making their mark 
overseas, the same is also true in our part of the 
world. Little gems like Ang Nawawala, Sana Dati, and 
Rekorder, just to name a few, have already garnered 
accolades both here and overseas. Indie film directors 
like Brillante Mendoza, Lav Diaz, and Adolf Alix Jr. are 
all well-known directors overseas. In this issue, we even 
get to sit down with the latter to get his thoughts on 
indie filmmaking. He also earns the distinction of being 
the youngest featured profile for our Man of the Month. 

Indie actress Angelina Sparks Kanapi takes us on 
a cinematically-written ride on what it is to be both a 
theater actor and a film actress. Not as easy as one 
would think, apparently, since most actors still shake 
their head when called an artist’. But what really 
matters now is ticket sales. Indie producer, Alemberg 
Ang, talks money and profit in our What Matters Now 
section. 

What’s a PLAYBOY issue about entertainment 
without the sex? A dud, that’s what. We present to you 
the year’s best in sex, from the stories that made us 
cringe to the toys that made us go, 
c Wow!’ And the sex in cinema? Still 
alive and well, as evidenced by the 
scenes collated in our aptly-titled 
Sex in Cinema feature. 

As March is also Women’s 
Month, we’ve got a coterie of 
women liberating themselves in 
this issue. First off, we’ve got a 
stunning seductress in the form 
of the delectable Cris Raki. A 
choreographer and professional 
dancer, Playmate Cris smolders in a 
photo shoot that is as fierce as our 
Miss March. Donna Dacara as our 
Asian Beauty, on the other hand, is 
all kinds of naughty and nice. These 
beautiful ladies were made even 
more stunning thanks to the make¬ 
up artistry of Roge D. Bernaldez and 
the hair mastery of JR San Miguel. 

Is it possible to be both a feminist and a man? 
Social Media Analyst Tristan Zinampan dissects the 
oxymoron of the ‘male feminist’ in our Forum section. 
(We mean the term, not the person.) 

There’s a new breed of gentlemen in town and 
their calling themselves the ‘lumbersexual’. What’s a 
lumbersexual? Photographer Yukie Sarto has all the 
answers you need in our Style section. 

Entertain yourselves, gentlemen! 
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24 I DEFINING THE 
ARTIST IN THE REEL 
WORLD 

By Angelina Sparks Kanapi 

How do you define an artist? 
Particularly in the world of 
moviemaking. Indie actress Angelina 
Kanapi breaks down the inner 
workings of artistry versus celebrity. 

26 I THE LABEL OF 
MALE FEMINISM 

By Tristan Zinampan 

Is it possible to be a feminist when 
you're a man? Tristan Zinampan 
investigates 
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40 I REBOOT CAMP 

By Will Butler 

Can a nine-week course land 
you a top job (and salary) 
in Silicon Valley? Will Butler 
enters the battleground for 
tech talent. 

82 I STEVEN SEGAL'S 
FIGHT FOR MOTHER 
RUSSIA By Lukas L. Alpert 

The aging action star's 
second wind abroad: political 
maneuvering, many guns and, 
most importantly, a market 
for his B movies. 

62 I THE YEAR IN SEX 

We watched Miley Cyrus 
twerk, met Carlos Danger, 
and bought kosher lube. 

Relive the year's most 
provocative moments. Plus, 

Sex in Cinema. 


COLUMNS 


20 I SEX AND 
DISORDER 

By Dr. Margarita Holmes 
How do you draw the line 
between kinky sex and a 
mental disorder? Our resident 
sex expert says it's simple: You 
don't want to hurt the other 
party. 

22 I BUYING IN TO 
LIKING MIKE 

By Dan Aguilar 
Air Jordans were the epitome of 
cool. So says Dan Aguilar in his 
column on the way footwear is 
marketed to the male brain. 


23 I WHAT NOT TO 
WEAR By Lauren Acurantes 

n this day and age one would 
think that women would have 
the total freedom to pick what 
they want to wear, yet some 
women still adhere to old school 
fashion rules. 
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26 I MAN OF THE MONTH: 

ADOLF ALIX JR. By Lauren Acurantes 

Indie filmmaker and scriptwriter Adolf Alix Jr. earns 
the distinction of being the youngest Man of the 
Month to date. Here we take a look at the man 
behind the lens and his take on the future of indie 
films. 


50 I PLAYBOY INTERVIEW: DAVID 
FINCHER By Stephen Rebello 

What drives one of America's strangest, darkest 
and best film directors? Stephen Rebello sits down 
with David Fincher to root it out. 

68 I 20Q: FRANK MILLER 

By Rob Tannenbaum 

The comic-book genius who created Sin City and 
made the Dark Knight really dark has a few things 
he wants to get off his chest. 
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54 I ASPHALT JUNGLE 

We took a band of Playmates to the Sunset Strip's 
legendary Roxy Theatre. Undress rehearsal starts 
now. 

30 I INTERNATIONAL WOMAN 
STEPHANIE BRANTON 

Playboy US' Miss September 2014 gives us a taste 
of the famed Southern comfort in her Louisiana 
plantation house pictorial. 

42 I PLAYMATE OF THE MONTH: 
CRIS RAKI 

Take a step closer to our Playmate for the month 
of October in this spicy rooftop pictorial. 

42 I ASIAN BEAUTY: PORTIA 
VALERIO 

The rebellious Portia Valerio is our intrepid Asian 
Beauty for the month of October. 
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92 I SOMETHING 
ANCIENT WELLING UP 

By Nolan Turner 

College Fiction Contest winner 
Nolan Turner paints an other-worldly 
scene where Greek myth meets 
Middle America. 
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“Now tell me where it hurts, I’ll kiss it and make it better. ” 



































































face it 



J t 


Percent ofFacebook users who will drop 
the social network by 201 7, according to 
Princeton researchers 


RU SERIOUS? 


The state with the stiffest 
maximum penalty for texting 
while driving: Alaska $10,000 
fine and one year in jail 




Most lenient penalty: 
California, $20 fine 


Average penalty in the U.S.: 

$100 



As a result of ongoing 
legalization in the U.S. 
a kilogram of mexican 
marijuana has dropped 
in price from 

$100 

$25 

ove the past five 
years, according to the 
Washington Post. 


Price of 720- 
milliliter bottle of 
Pabst Blue Ribbon 
1844, on sale 
exclusively in China: 


40 % 


devote 
which 

was found to be just as pleasurable 
as eating or having sex. 


Percent of their time people 
talking about themselves , 



According to FiveThiryEight.com, 
only 



of Americans prefer 
their steak rare, 


compared 
with 




SHEET 

SCIENCE 

Couples who 
spend extra time 
cuddling after sex 
reported feeling 
more satisfied with 
their sex lives and 
their relationships, 
according to 
a study by 
the University 
of Toronto 
Mississauga. 


PRICE OF REDEMPTION 



HOURS 

Amount of TV 
airtime The 
Shawshank 
Redemption 
accounted for 
last year 



$28M 

Amount the movie The 
Shawshank Redemption 
grossed at the U.S. box 
7 office: 


who prefer their steak 

well-done, which, in 
our opinion is a national 
tragedy. 


that customers who are treated poorly 
have an increased desire to own luxury 
products, an affect similar to aspiring to 
join an “in-group” in high school. 


$5K 

Amount Stephen King was paid for the 
film rights to his novella Rita hayworth 
and Shawshank Redemption 



Number of basic cable 
channels that have 
aired the movie since 
1997: 





All in 
a Name 



Researchers in the 
U.K. and Ireland 
asked participants 
to read and rank 
a written passage 
credited to a fake 
author with either 
zero, one, two or 
three initials were 
rated more than 
19% higher in 
“perceived status” 
and 14% higher 
in “expected 
intellectual 
capacity” — 
-but 8% lover 
in athletic skill 

-than those 

without initials. 


































ISSUE NO.67 


THE PLAYGROUND OFFERS 
WHAT EVERY PLAYBOY READER 
WANTS—RELEVANT REVIEWS 
AND INFORMATIVE LIFESTYLE 
NEWS. YOU, AS A PLAYBOY 
READER, NEED TO KNOW STUFF. 
AND WE ARE HERETO GIVE YOU 
WHAT YOU NEED. 



GADGETS* LIFESTYLE^ 



Montblanc E-Strap 


Not gonna lie, these smartwatches offer up some 
interesting features that old-school chronopieces 
just can’t dish out. Is it time to ditch the expensive 
mechanical movement for its digital counterpart? For our 
developed aesthetic taste, hopefully not. Montblanc’s 
solution? An e-strap that easily attaches to your 
timepiece. Compatible with most timepieces that use 
NATO style straps, Montblanc’s activity tracker and 
notification tool works with iOS and Android devices. (RS) 


Nike All Conditions Gear Flyknit 
Trainer Chukka SFB 

Designed for all-weather, all-terrain use, these ACG Flyknit 
Trainers boasts of a water-repellent Flyknit upper, a 
cushioned Phylon midsole, and a dependable Waffle outsole 
for traction on any surfaces. Whether up on the trails or down 
and dirty in the urban jungle, these rugged kicks re-introduces 
Nike’s All Conditions Gear line. Conquer the elements with 
these trainers at around USD220. 

-Robert Soriano 


Stephen Kenn Travel Cocktail Kit 

You’ll never truly know when you’ll need a drink. Aside from ye 
olde emergency kit, don’t get caught unprepared and keep a 
cocktail kit handy. This Stephen Kenn Travel Cocktail Kit comes 
with a neat leather and canvass zip-up case, several bottles 
for tinctures, tonics, and mixes, a mixing spoon, and a recipe 
guide on how to pack ingredients and whip them up into cocktail 
drinks. (RS) 


Adidas Consortum Tech Blazer 

Adidas wows with its dapper, tech-friendly blazer. Water- 
resistant thanks to its Gore-Tex material, the 
Consortium Tech Blazer has taped seams and ventilation 
eyelets for maximum water resistance while not sacrificing 
breathability. Ideal for carrying gadgets and devices without 
fearing the rains, this stylish blazer is priced at around 
USD400. (RS) 
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Sony ZX2 High.Resolution Walkman 


The death of cassette tapes and CDs eventually led to the demise 
of the Walkman line of portable audio players. Or so it seemed. Sony 
Walkman is releasing a new line of digital audio players designed for 
high fidelity music. The ZX2 features an upscaling technology that 
augments non-hi-res audio files into master quality audio, 128GB 
storage, micro-SD slot, as well as WiFi and Bluetooth connectivity for 
LDAC music streaming. Capable of running up to 60 hours on a single 
charge, Walkman’s second coming is streamlined and fine-looking 
with its sleek body and leather-textured back. It has a touch¬ 
screen interface and employs an Android 4.2-based OS.. -Robert 

Soriano 








Dell Venue 8 


In the tablet market, the thinnest gets the business. A hair thinner 
than the iPad Air 2, Dell’s Venue 8 7000 tablet is poised to dominate 
the tablet market with its arsenal of unique features. One of the very 
first tablets to have Intel’s RealSense 3D camera, it does not only 
take pictures but scan detailed 3D information for easier translation 
into 3D apps and softwares. From facial recognition to sensory inputs, 
the RealSense 3D camera is designed to usher in a future of more 
interactive techs. The tablet runs on a quad-core 2.3 GHz chip, 2GB 
RAM, and 16GB built-in storage (which can be expanded through the 
micro-SD slot). (RS) 


Samsung SE70C Curved Monitor 


Immerse in a new kind of viewing experience with Samsung’s SE790C 
Curved Monitor. At 34 inches, these monitors have an ultra-wide 
(and wicked) 21:9 aspect ratio that completely steeps the viewing 
perspective with crystal-clear, life-like picture quality. The SE790C has 
WQHD+ resolution (That translates to 3440 x 1440 or a little under 
4k resolution) and is ideal for gaming, multitasking, and multi-media 
entertainment. (RS) 






Gibson Trainer 


Hate how some sport headphones and earphones slip out of your 
ear and become impediments to your jogging routine? Gibson 
probably hated it too. In their latest line of sport headphones, 
they tapped the fastest man alive, Usain Bolt, to speed test and 
endorse the Trainer. Priced at around USD250, the Trainer is sweat 
and heat resistant, has a stability headband, 10 hours of battery 
life, and built-in safety lights. As expected from Gibson, these 
headphones boast of pristine sound clarity and superior bass 
power. (RS) 


Lacie Mirror Hard Drive 


Encased in mirrored Gorilla Glass and cradled in a neat Makassar 
ebony wood stand, Lacie’s Mirror Hard Drive is all about carrying 
your files and programs in style. Designed by Parisian artist 
Pauline Deltour, this handsome 1TB external drive is the perfect 
replacement to your abraded, boring plastic external drive. It 
uses a USB 3.0 connection for stable and swift data access.. 

(RS) 
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A LITTLE CHAOS 

-> Trust us, gents, a little romance never 
hurt anybody. And the fact that this period 
drama deals with some very modern 
issues about gender equality will most 


definitely win you extra points with your 
significant other. Academy-award winner 
Kate Winslet plays Sabine, a talented 
landscape designer given the task of 
building one of the main gardens for King 
Louis XIV’s new palace at Versailles. 
While the film is billed as a drama and the 
subject matter heavy and timely, Alan 


Rickman’s approach to directing (and 
acting) the movie is lighthearted and is 
not overwrought. “Sabine” is a woman who 
believes in her ability and understands her 
worth without being shrewish. Mattias 
Schoenaerts plays her colleague and 
love interest. Look for A Little Chaos in 
theaters later in the month.. -(PA) 



CHAPPIE 

If you’re a fan of District 9, this movie will be right up your alley as Neill Blonkamp makes creates 
another entertaining social commentary about our disregard for things we don’t understand. You know 
you’re in for a treat when the official film summary describes Chappie as a “prodigy. A preternaturally 
gifted, one of a kind, adopted son in a strange and dysfunctional family. He also happens to be a 
robot.” And Hugh Jackman, often times cast as the hero, takes on the role of antagonist in this 
charming film as he is tasked to destroy Chappie because, in the words of Sigourney Weaver (also 
the bad guy), “A thinking robot is a threat to mankind.” Dev Patel also stars Chappie’s creator and 
confidant and Blonkamp favorite, Sharlto Copley voices Chappie. -Pamela Acurantes 



GET HARD 


Is this what they call comedy gold’? Chuckle master Will Ferrell 
teams up with current blockbuster heavyweight Kevin Hart in 
a movie about how our preconceived notions about people can 
lead to hilarious consequences. Ferrell plays a millionaire hedge 
fund manager sentenced to prison when he was found guilty 
of fraud. He is given 30 days to get his affairs in order, but in 
classic Ferrell style, opts to hire a black man (Hart) to teach him 
to get hard’ for prison life. Of course, it doesn’t help that Hart’s 
character is actually an upstanding, law-abiding citizen. With Etan 
Cohen of Tropic Thunder and Idiocracy fame at the helm (with 
writing credits to boot), Get Hard is another social commentary 
on eschewing stereotypes and prejudice. Get Hard is set to hit 
theaters mid-March. (PA) 



UNFINISHED BUSINESS 

“Sometimes the only way to win is to lose your shit.” So says 
the trailer for the Vince Vaughn-starrer, Unfinished Business. 

And lose it, he does, in a movie that follows an unassuming 
small business owner, together with his team (Dave Franco and 
Tom Wilkinson) travel to Europe to close “the biggest deal of 
their lives”. Also, the fact that his team is only made up of an 
almost retiree and a newcomer is not lost on Vaughn. In true 
Hollywood fashion, what should be a simple task becomes utterly 
complicated when the crew encounters a rival company also set 
on closing the deal. Sienna Miller is a nice surprise as the boss 
and nemesis to Vaughn’s particular comedic stylings. Ken Scott 
directs another madcap adventure courtesy of Steven Conrad’s 
script. Watch out for Unfinished Business in theaters this month. 
(PA) 
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<A MAJOR NEW TALENT. 

— GEORGE Ft. Ft. MARTIN 



The Mechanical 
Ian Tregillis 

Orbit Books 

Hailed by George R.R. Martin as “a major new talent” 
Ian Tregillis once again delves into his favorite 
subject: alternate histories. The Mechanical is 
slated as the first book in his latest Alchemy Wars 
Trilogy and tells the story of a massive warfare 
between the Dutch and the French. The Dutch have 
come out the victor and for two and a half centuries 
was recognized as the sole superpower; thanks to 
their mechanical army known as the Clakkers. But 
now, Jax, a recklessly bold Clakker is sick of the 
bonds of slavery and wants to lead a revolt. His fate, 
however, is closely intertwined with, Berenice, the 
cunning spymistress to the exiled king of France. 

The trilogy is set to interweave the stories of Jax 
and Berenice and their search for freedom, faith, and 
love. -Lauren Acurantes 


The Fifth Heart 
Dan Simmons 

Little , Brown and Company 


The crime-fighting duo of Detective Jane Rizzoli and medical 
examiner Maura Isles is back in the 11 th installment in Tess 
Gerritsen’s ongoing murder mystery series. This time, 
however, the duo finds themselves taking a walk on the wild 
side when the corpse of taxidermist Leon Gott turns up 
inhumanely cut up, in the same way he dissects his projects. 
Could a beast have done it? Clues pinpoint that the culprit 
may have started in remote parts of Africa, so why the move 
to Boston? Here’s another book that warrants the warning, 
c Read at your own risk’. (L.A.) 




Rebel Queen: A novel 
Michelle Moran 

Touchstone Publishing 

History is rife with untold stories of badass women 
that have defied convention and tradition. Current 
trends in historical fiction, however, is slowly 
remedying that oversight. Just like with renowned 
author, Philippa Gregory, Michelle Moran, has been 
writing novels inspired by the adventures of real life 
women. In her latest work, Moran sets her sights on 
India and tells the story of Rani Lakshmibai. Often 
referred to as the warrior-queen’, she is said to be 
the Indian equivalent of Joan of Arc. The country is 
divided into kingdoms and is rife for the taking by the 
British government, but ‘Queen Lakshmi’ wasn’t going 
to have any of it. She raises up an army of both women 
and men and fights the dictators to the death. Rebel 
Queen: A Novel is set for an early March release. - 
(L.A.) 



THE 

BUILDINGS 

While conspicuously 
influenced by other indie-pop 
bands such as Ciudad and Ang 
Bandang Shirley, The Buildings 
has a distinct youthful vibe 
that sets them apart and 
brings to mind idle weekend 
jams, infantile heartbreaks, 
and immature maturity. 

Such energy permeates the 
track Lou’s Coffee Shop 
where a sad memory resides 
beneath the jangling guitars 
and sunny honey vocals. 
Similarly, in Different Shades 
of Blue, the laid back strums, 
persistent beats, and lax 
vocalizations can’t hide the 
tangible feelings of confusion 
and resignation. Their music 
reminiscent of the bygone 
dramatics of the ‘90s, this 
four-piece indie/alternative 
rock act is composed of 
Mariah Reodica on vocals, 
Alyana Cabral on guitars, Dorn 
Zinampan on bass, and Kean 
Reformado on drums. Get a 
dose of them on ndfy.me/ 
thebuildings. 

-Robert Soriano 
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GAMES 



THE ORDER: 1886 


The Order: 1886 is a single-player, third-person shooter that the spiritual successor of the Arthurian Knight Galahad, 

revolves around an order of Knights who struggle to keep the and team up with seasoned squad members of the order in 

world safe from half-breed monsters. Set in an alternate history extinguishing an ancient and powerful foe that threatens 

London, The Order: 1886 gives players access to fantastical Victorian-era London. The Order: 1886 is exclusively available on 

steampunk gadgets and weapons that spew lightning bolts and PS4. 
rain down molten metals. Players assume the role of Grayson, -Robert Soriano 



FINAL FANTASY TYPE-0 ■ BATTLEFIELD HARDLINE 


First released on the Sony PSP 
back in 2011, Final Fantasy 
Type-0 is slated for a high- 
definition re-release this late 
March on PS4 and Xbox One. 

In the game, players are given 
full rein on the members of 
Class Zero each with their own 
fighting style. The game starts 
with a Militesi imperial assault 
on the magical dominion of 


Rubrum. Class Zero is called 
into action to push back against 
the invaders and protect 
the Crystal that powers the 
dominion. As the class defend 
their homeland, they become 
entangled in a web of conspiracy 
and secrets regarding the war 
and the existence of crystals.. 
(RS) 


Unlike previous installments 
from the Battlefield series 
that heavily focus on military 
activities, Battlefield Hardline 
shifts its gaze towards the war 
on crime and police activities. 
As such, players can assume 
the roles of either Special 
Response Units or Criminals. 
From executing or stopping 
heists to police pursuits, the 


game promises a deeper non¬ 
linear experience compared to 
its predecessors. Battlefield 
Hardline is scheduled for a 
mid-March release and will be 
available on PS3, PS4, Xbox 
360, Xbox One, and Windows. 
(RS) 
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*There isn't a single type of man who hasn't claimed 
the denim jacket as his own: cowboys, of the Western 
and urban varieties; construction workers; musicians 
from Neil Young to Robert Plant to Justin Timberlake 
to Pharell to, hell, everybody. Affordable , rugged, 
adaptable it's one of those forever pieces that's an 
instant heirloom. Levi's denim jacket (recently dubbed 
the trucker jacket by denim collectors and now the 
company) remains the classic example. If you don't 
have one already, start with a Levi's staple- the $84 
Gridlock is shown above and build your ever more 
masculine collection from there. 


FULL-DENIM 

JACKET 


WHETHER YOU'RE A 
COWBOY, A TRUCKER OR 
A ROCKER, THE DENIM 
JACKET IS ALWAYS IN 
STYLE 


GOOD 

JEANS 



Go Camo 

-> Camouflage sleeves and 
distressed denim make this jacket 
from Ralh Lauren Denim & Supply 
ready for the great outdoors. 

Holt denim jacket, ralphlauren.com 



Black Out 

-> The dark black wash and 
japans selvage denim make it easy 
to dress up this Jean Shop jacket 
with a white shirt and knit tie. 
Denim jacket, mrporter.com 



Fleece Treaty 

-> Layer this fleece-collared 
classic from Lee with a sweater 
when the weather turns cool. 
Under-stated masculine cool. 
Sherpa lined denim jacket, 
lee.com 


www.playboyph.com MARCH-APRIL 2015 15 


















FOOD 


BUTTER UP 


MAKE BUTTER BETTER 
(AND COOKING EASIER) 
BY ADDING BOLD 
INGREDIENTS TO THE 
MIX 

*We know it sounds crazy, but butter 
can be improved upon. It's a simple and 
brilliant trick chefs call compound but¬ 
ter; and it couldn't be easier to pull off. 
Just mix a few awesome, full-flavored 
ingredients with a stick of butter. Let it 
all chill, and then keep it in your fridge 
or freezer to deploy at will: Put a knob of 
chimichurri butter on a just- grilled steak 
and go gaucho; elevate a toaster waffle 
with maple bacon butter; tuck a few 
slices of citrus butter under the skin of a 
chicken breast and roast it. With these 
recipes, you'll get it down pat. 






1. Sriracha 
Sambal Butter 

*ln a medium bowl, 
put one table¬ 
spoon sriracha, one 
tablespoon sambal 
oe/e/cand one stick 
(half cup) room,- 
temperature unsalted 
butter. Whisk 
until thoroughly 
combined. Place on 
a sheet of wax paper 
or plastic wrap, and 
roll into an approxi¬ 
mately 1.5-inch¬ 
wide cylinder. Twist 
ends, wrap in foil 
and chill until solid. 
Slice as needed. 



3. Chimichurri Butter 
*ln a small sauce¬ 
pan over low heat, 
cook two chopped 
garlic cloves in two 
tablespoons olive oil 
until garlic is fragrant 
but not brown. Let 
cool. In a medium 
bowl, put olive 
oil-garlic mixture, 
one stick room- 
temperature unsalted 
butter, a quarter cup 
chopped cilantro, 
one tablespoon 
chopped parsley and 
two table-spoons 
fresh lemon juice. 
Add salt and pepper 
to taste. Whisk until 
thoroughly com¬ 
bined. Roll and chill 
according to direc¬ 
tions in first recipe. 


2. Spicy Citrus 
Butter 

*ln a medium bowl, 
put two teaspoons 
chopped orange 
zest, two teaspoons 
chopped lemon 
zest, two teaspoons 
chopped lime zest, 
two teaspoons red 
pepper flakes and 
one stick room- 
temperature un¬ 
slated butter. Salt 
to taste. Whisk until 
thoroughly com¬ 
bined. Roll and chill 
according to direc¬ 
tions in first recipe. 


Photography by PAUL SIRISALEE 
Food Styling by VICTORIA GRANOF 
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4. Bourbon Grape 
Butter 

*ln a small sauce¬ 
pan over low heat, 
melt three table¬ 
spoons grape jam, 
a quarter stick 
room-temperature 
unsalted butter, one 
tablespoon bourbon 
and a few grinds of 
black pepper. Let 
cool. In a medium 
bowl, put jam-butter 
mixture and three- 
quarters stick room- 
temperature unsalted 
butter. Whisk 
until thor-oughly 
combined. Roll and 
chill according to 
directions in first 
recipe. 


5. Maple Bacon 
Butter 

*Cook one slice 
bacon until crisp. 
Chop fine. Reserve 
bacon drippings. 

In a medium bowl, 
put bacon, one stick 
room-temperature 
unsalted butter, one 
tablespoon maple 
syrup, one teaspoon 
brown sugar and one 
teaspoon reserved 
bacon drippings. 

Salt to taste. Whisk 
until thoroughly 
combined. Roll and 
chill according to 
directions in first 









DRINK 



ml 


BLOODY 

GOOD 


THE SECRET TO THE PERFECT 
BLOODY MARY IS ALL IN THE 
SPICE 

The world is full of abominable versions of the bloody 
mary festooned with a farmers market's worth of 
cilantro and baby corn. And they tend to taste like 
some boozy fusion gazpacho instead of a nuanced 21 st 
century cocktail. Jim Meehan, co-owner of New York's 
legendary bar PDT, and Lior Lev Serearz, who custom 
blends spices for restaurants such as Le Bernardin, have 
joined forces to create a simple and delicious corrective: 
a collection of spice blends and recipes that play into 
the essential flavours of your favourite spirit. The recipe 
here is spiked with their La Boite B-mary spice blend, 
made with pimento and celery seed, which echoes the 
classic flavours of the original drink. Now put away that 
salad spinner and get drinking. 


THE SPICE 
IS RIGHT 

*New York’s La Boite is the go-to 
spice shop for chefs around the 
world. It’s line of bloody mary 
spices includes a caraway-based 
blend for an aquavit variation and 
a tequila-ready chipotle-and-green- 
chili blend. Fifteen bucks buys 
enough spice to make 40 cocktails. 
(laboiteny.com) 


LA BOITE 
BLOODY 
MARY 


Ingredients 


z. tomato juice 


11/2 oz. vodka 


Va oz. lemon juice 


Ya oz. lime juice 


Va oz. Lea & Perrins Worces 


tershire sauce 


Vi tsp. Gold's horseradish 


Vi tsp. B-Mary spice blend 


Va tsp. Cholula hot sauce 


Add ingredients to mixing glass 


and fill with ice. Stir, then pour 


through strainer into chilled pint 


glass filled with ice. Gar-nish with 
celery stalk 


Photography by 

CRAIG CUTLER 
























FLOWING 

INTENSITY 


Dreamy, surreal, and beautifully 
grotesque are just some of 
the words that come to mind 
in describing artist Yeehun’s 
works. Drawing inspiration 
from Japanese and Chinese 
artists, describes her style as 
“detailed linework, patterns 
and glass art representation.” 

“I believe that difficulty lies not 
in one’s technique, but with the 
artist’s drive to finish a piece,” 
she opined. The 21-year-old 
Information System graduate 
draws inspiration for her 
mesmerizing pieces from themes 
of solitude, androgyny, and, 
fittingly enough, the grotesque; 
making her work reminiscent of 
religious icons, drawn with a touch 
of irreverence. Listing Japanese 
artists Hikari Shimoda and Wakako 
Katayama as artists she admires, 
more of Yeehun’s works can be 
viewed at yeehun.tumblr.com. 

-Lauren Acurantes 
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POWER PLAY 


Jaguar F-Type Project 7 Zero to 60: 3.8 seconds 


Engine: five-liter V8 Horsepower: 575 / Torque: 501 


THE FANTASTIC 4C CHARIOTS ALFA 
ROMEO BACK INTO THE U.S. 


Jaguar's "Good to Be Bad" campaign was a 
randy acknowledgement of something we 
already knewBrits make the best cinematic 
villains. Now the cats from Coventry are plotting 
to take on rivals Audi and BMW through Special 
Operations, a new division charged with releas¬ 
ing high-performance limitededition vehicles. 
First up, a street legal version of the F-Type 
Project 7. Based on the already proven F- Type 
coupe, the P7 (the nomenclature pays homage 
to Jaguar's seven decisive wins at Le mans) is 
a 575 hp V8-powered beast with styling cues 
borrowed from the brand's iconic D-Type. The 
car's focal point is a raceinspired fairing behind 
the driver's seat, a clear indication that the 
P7 is tricked for the track. A collapsible fabric 
roof helps keep weigth down to a scant 3,495 
pounds, allowing the aluminiumbodied two- 
seater to catapult from zero to 60 mph in just 
3.8 seconds, with an electronically limited top 
speed of 186 mph. It'll be a mission to acquire 
one, as onlyn250 will be made available globally. 
Next up: Jaguar's sister brand Land Rover will 
unleash the Range Rover Sport SVR (below), a 
racingtuned cross with a 550 hp V8 that sounds 
downright villainous. William K. Gock 






CRASH 

AND 

LEARN 


CAN LIFESAVING 
TECH KNOW TOO 
MUCH? 

You could see Big Brother 
at the scene of your next 
accident. The 2015 Mustang 
will the first vehicle to 
include Ford's new in-car 
crash technology. Originally 
offered in 2008 as part 
of the automaker's SNYC 


system, 911 Assist was the 
first OEM safety feature to 
communicate a wrecked 
vehicle's GPS coordinates 
directly to an emergency 
dispatcher. Now, with the 
help of your smartphone, 
the system can share more 
than just location. "We 
found that by using an opt- 
in smartphone, the system 
can share more than just 
location. "We found that by 
using an opt-in smartphone 
pairing, we can deliver a 
universal voice-mail packet 
with a number of parameters 
helpful to first responders," 
explains David Hatton, 
global product leader at 
Ford Connected Services. 


That means if you're in 
an accident, the system 
can transmit data such as 
rate of declaration before 
impact, type of crash (front, 
rear, rollover) and number 
of occupants. Privacy 
advocates, calling the system 
too invasive, question how 
much driver data Ford has 
access to and what it does 
with it. Hatton stresses that 
the feature is 100 percent 
voluntary and doesn't send 
incriminating information. 
"You can even choose to 
cancel a transmission before 
it's sent to 911," he says, in 
case you would rather tell 
your own version of what 
happened. 
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DESK | BY DR. MARGARITA HOLMES 


T alk about serendipity! I promised to 
talk about paraphilias this month, and 
a few weeks ago Bench's underwear 
fashion show caused demands for an 
apology from Ben Chan and boycotts 
of his brand. Serendipitous because the part of 
the show that outraged people most was when 
Coco Martin came out on stage with a lovely 
Caucasian woman on her hands and knees, with 
a leash tied around her neck. 

"Treating her like a pet. A pet?!" 

"The height of degradation!" 

"Must Bench go to degrading, even de¬ 
humanizing, women and other extremes simply 
to push their products?" 

"This is nothing but soft porn! I don't 
care what people do in the privacy of their own 
home, but how DARE they force it down out 
throats," were just some of the reactions people 
posted online to that part of the show. 

Actually, many of us have a lot to thank 
Ben Chan for (myself, for starters, because it 
makes this column so much easier to write). 

I have the perfect Filipino example to discuss 
paraphilias and the people involved are not 
anonymous either! Frankly, I am not too 
keen sharing clinical case studies since it 
is more difficult for some of you to relate 
to; but this is easy peasy because you all 
can relate to it, if not instinctively, then 
after talking about it with friends. 

Bench's fashion show also gave 
people a recent example we could all be 
familiar with from which to springboard 
discussions about the acceptability of 
using private activities (like BDSM— 
bondage, domination, sadism, 
masochism) to entertain and thus making 
it a public experience. The deeper 
discussion, however, is whether this—a 
man "walking," as it were, a woman—is 
controversial and worthy of any serious 
discussion at all because it is so obvious 
(mainly to the more liberal) that it's 
perfectly fine to begin with! 

BDSM is considered a (mere) fetish 
when it is not coercive (both partners— 
or more—want to engage in it). In 
addition, it should not harm anyone, 
which includes not only the practitioner's 
life, but also the life of his family and 
colleagues. This encompasses not only 
their sexual lives but their work and 
social life too. 

To return to the theme of 
paraphilias, for many clinicians who 
follow DSM 5 to the letter, paraphilic 
disorders do exist, and they are mental 
disorders. However, there are quite a number 
of psychiatrists and clinical psychologists who 
believe that there is no reason to differentiate 
paraphilic disorders from mental disorders of a 
particular bent. 

Before I share our philosophy, let me 
explain the DSM (series) and their definition 
of paraphilic disorders. The DSM stands for 
Diagnostic Statistical Manual for Mental 
Disorders and is the standard classification 
of mental disorders used by mental health 
professionals in the United States. The DSM is 
also used in many other countries, including 
the Philippines. It is used by clinicians of many 
different orientations; including those with 
biological psychodynamic, cognitive behavioral, 
interpersonal, family/systems, among others. 

I like to say my approach is Holmes-ian 
because the perspective I take depends on 
the client's particular circumstance and can be 
helped by many different treatment modalities. 
Example: a good treatment for people with a 


biogenetic vulnerability for, let's say, depression 
will probably be if they take psychotropic drugs 
(and thus this is a biological approach). But a 
person who is depressed because she lives in a 
foreign country whose nationals discriminate 
against Filipinos will probably be better 
helped by a more cognitive behavioral and/or 
interpersonal approach. In other words, a non- 
biological approach. 

The DSM is considered the bible of Fiipino 
psychiatrists and psychologists and like the 
Bible, some people follow it to the letter, others 
cherry pick merely the parts they like. After all, 
even the Dalai Lama XIV says, "Know the rules 
well, so you can break them effectively." 

According to DSM 5, to be diagnosed with 
a paraphilic disorder, people with these interests 
MUST either: 

1. feel personal distress about their 
interest, not merely distress resulting from 
society's disapproval; or 

2. have a sexual desire or behavior that 
involves another person's psychological distress, 
injury, or death, or a desire for sexual behavior 


involving unwilling persons or persons unable to 
give legal consent. 

Please remember that many people with 
atypical sexual interests are not considered 
psychologically imbalanced. They are not, and 
cannot be diagnosed as, mentally unhealthy by 
competent and ethical clinicians. 

Here are the reasons having a separate 
diagnosis of disorders called paraphilic makes no 
sense, as far as I'm concerned. 

First, the term paraphilia embodies both 
a derogatory and misguided understanding 
of the nature of human sexual preference. 

It marginalizes and pathologizes natural and 
healthy sexual interests. At the very least, clinical 
catalogs of paraphilias should be modified to 
more accurately reflect the true patterns of 
sexual interests in the population. What has 
been observed is that so-called "paraphilias" 
are natural, healthy components of sexual 
behavior in many birds and mammals, such 
as male baboons fetishizing female buttocks, 


male roosters fetishizing red female combs, 
and female zebra birds fetishizing colorful male 
feathers. Since so far no zebra or baboon has 
been diagnosed as a sentient being that needs 
therapy because of his desire for what is natural 
and hardwired into him, why should we be 
more harsh to human beings who also have 
certain desires that have been hardwired into 
them? 

Second, research data about so called 
paraphilias simply does not support the notion 
of that certain paraphilic "disorders" represent 
something atypical, unusual, or disordered. 

Proof of this is that even clinicians fail to predict 
which sexual interests are common and which 
are uncommon and thus there is no way of 
really knowing if a particular sexual interest is 
atypical or not. 

In a wonderful comment to Dr. Alice 
Dregger who wrote Of Kinks, Crimes and Kinds: 
The Paraphilias Proposal for the DSM 5, Dr. 
Charles Moser says: "I have consistently said 
that many people have problems with their 
sexual interests and may need the assistance of 
mental health professionals. The difference is 
that I believe that the DSM diagnoses should 
be based upon science, not the 'I think this 
is sick' school of thought, which really is 
pretty draconian. If the DSM committee is 
willing to admit there is no science behind 
their pronouncements, I have no issue with 
whatever they include. Although that means 
the DSM just becomes an APA opinion poll 
and that is what they fear...[For example, 
let's take] the case of sadistic rape, given 
that there are lots and lots of people who 
practice BDSM with consenting adults, why 
should that rapist's problem be classified 
according to his sexual interest? Perhaps he 
does have a mental disorder, but it would 
make more sense to me to call it anti-social 
personality disorder or perhaps an impulse 
control disorder." Rather than focus on 
the particular aspect of his impulse control 
disorder, I would add. 

In another article, Moser says: "A 
behavior in and of itself is not evidence of 
psychopathology. Even when a behavior 
is construed as a symptom of a mental 
disorder, we do not classify the mental 
disorder by the symptom or the behavior. 
Paranoia may be a symptom of several 
psychiatric diagnoses (e.g., schizophrenia, 
paranoid personality disorder, delusional 
disorder, psychoactive substance use, bipolar 
disorder), but paranoia by itself is not a 
diagnosis. Compulsive hand washing may 
be a symptom of obsessive-compulsive disorder, 
but it is not a hand-washing disorder." 

While these were issues I've had with the 
DSM series, I was happy to note that I was 
not the only one, which thus saved me the 
trouble and angst of sharing my views with the 
Paraphilias Sub-Work Group of the American 
Psychiatric Association (APA) that developed 
the revisions for the DSM 5. Wonderfully 
enough, most Sub-Work Groups of the APA 
that developed the revisions for the DSM-5 
welcomed inputs from psychologists around the 
world. 

Thus, if someone were to ask me what I, 
as a clinical psychologist, could advise Bench, 

I guess I would say something like: "Keep on 
making these shows if you think they're good 
for the company. They may be controversial, 
but at least they are not against the law and 
they don't lead to psychological disorders, even 
among the audience...unless, of course, that 
particular viewer had a vulnerability to mental 
disorders in the first place". □ 
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TALK I WHAT MATTERS NOW 


THE TROUBLE 
WITH INDIE 


In an email interview with 
PLAYBOY Philippines, 
indie film producer 
Alemberg Ang breaks 
down the reasons why 
locally-made indies, as 
much as they are lauded 
abroad, still struggle to 
find a market with Filipino 
moviegoers. 


Having produced your fair share of indie films, 
what do you think sets a great indie film apart 
from a good one? 

Story and script. It has been said that all stories in the 
world have already been told. It's in how the story 
is told that makes one unique from another. I'm not 
sure if it's my biases as a literature teacher, but I'm 
usually wowed with a great story. How the story is 
seamlessly stitched together into unifying themes and 
motifs. How the characters are real and speak true 
of what the director and writer want to say. How 
conflicts are resolved (or not resolved) and how the 
story is ended. How the storytelling sets a particular 
script apart from those that have been already been 
filmed. And this is where the vision of the writer 
meets the vision of the director. How the director 
interprets the script through his vision and visuals. This 
sometimes leads to either collaborations or conflict 
between the writer and the director. Through this 
creative process, the collaboration and/or conflict, is 
where a good film is born. 

What is the biggest challenge you face in 
marketing Filipino indie movies to the local 
market? To the international scene? 

To be very honest, it seems that it's easier for a Filipino 
indie film to make it in the international scene than 
the local one. When I started making my first film, 

I was actually told that I should know to whom I 
want to market my film. International ba o local? Di 
rawpwede both; simply because both markets look 
for different things. This actually became more of 
a challenge for us when we make our films. We 
do not want to make Filipino films that will only be 
appreciated by the international scene. It's important 
that our films are also enjoyed by our kababayans. It's 
hard and we probably have not been too successful in 
that aspect but that's what we want to strive for. 

For the local market, it's really the promotions and 
marketing. There have been a good number of 
compelling, relatable and beautifully filmed films in 
recent years. And yet, only a handful get to watch 
it. Cinemalaya has been trying to expand its reach 
slowly over the years. But as the organizers of 
Cinemalaya have pointed out, it's still only a small 
fraction of the Filipino moviegoing public who have 
seen these films. The key really is getting the movies 
out there and for people to know about these. And 
inasmuch as how creative the filmmakers get, money 
is really very much a factor. Word-of-mouth helps a 
lot but awareness and reach are still key issues that 


most indies need to address if they want their movies 
to be seen. 

For the international market, there are different routes 
to take. One is the arthouse/festival route. Though 
these films will most likely be the hardest to find 
a market for in the Philippines. And hardest to 
fund. But there is a good market in Europe and 
some parts of Asia and America for these types 
of films. There is also the LGBT and the genre 
market. Pink peso, or in this case, pink dollars, can go 
a long way. In the same breath, moviegoers, not just 
Filipinos, love to be scared. So horror, fantasy, sci-fi 
have their own fans and some can be quite passionate 
about the films they like. These people can even 
help fund them. Another route to take is through 
'exoticizing' poverty. Poverty, especially for first 
world countries is a new commodity. It's something 
they are unfamiliar with and so they find it unique 
and interesting. Some filmmakers use third world 
issues and run with it in their films. In any case, it's 
important for a filmmaker to know what type of films 
he/she would like to make and who his/her intended 
market. That's a good guide on how to market the 
film and even fund it. 


Does winning an award internationally equal 
revenue in the local market? How big of a role 
does local festivals like Cinemalaya have in 
promoting (and generating revenue) for local 
indie films? 

Local festivals help create buzz. Word-of-mouth 
is still indie's best way to market their films. But 
unfortunately, it's not enough. International festival 
buzz also helps but if they are not publicized well, 
then they certainly have no sway over the local Pinoy 
moviegoer. 

I have always heard people complain that Filipino films 
suck. That they are formulaic, pandering to the masa's 
tastes, poor technicals, etc etc etc. And yet, when I 
ask them if they have seen a Cinemalaya film, they 
would complain that the CCP is too far, the schedules 
of the mall screenings are not in sync with their own, 
etc etc etc. Excuses which I simply don't buy. If these 
people are really interested in elevating quality Filipino 
films, all it takes is to patronize the good ones and 
prove to the big studios that these quality Filipino films 
are capable of capturing a market and perhaps they 
are a good investment. But unless we remain armchair 
critics ranting on social media, then Filipino films will 
continue to suck. Q 
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G rowing up, we annually buy two shoes 
at the start of the school year. A bland 
black leather shoe for the daily grind 
of school work and one for Physical 
Education. The black leather shoe was 
required to be unfashionable; tassels, 
metal studs and the like were strictly 
turned down by the nuns who run the school. If 
the shoe is featured in a current fashion maga¬ 
zine, it's most likely a no-no. The black shoe 
must also withstand the punishment of the rainy 
season and must shine back up easily with some 
Kiwi shoe polish and rag. Simply put, just keep it 
black, shiny and indistinguishable with the rest of 
the class. The rubber shoes, on the other hand, 
they need not worry about that, it was always 
white. Just watch out for those rebellious Chuck 
Taylors. It was told that if you wear that with 
torn jeans, black shirt, dark shades and hair gel, it 
will turn you into a punk, or worse, a Satanist. 

Chucks were not cheap then. Well they are 
comparatively cheap as compared to Nike and 
Adidas, up until 2003 when Nike bought them 
up and Nike's business model was employed, 
that business model where they have to increase 
prices annually for some reason. That time when 
Dwyane Wade had a commercial about falling 
down seven times and standing up eight. Then 
one year he stood up endorsing Jordans. D. 

Wade started as a Converse endorser and un¬ 
like his Miami buddy, Udonis Haslem, he was 
absorbed by Nike>s Portland main office. UD 
stayed with Cons as a model for the hardworking 
everyman. 

Let me rephrase, Chucks were relatively more 
expensive against the local choices like KayPee 
and Add-In. The local brands made big money 
then because all they had to do was bleach the 
nubuck leather white, copy a few lines there, 
glue to some stiff rubber sole, and there's your 
sneaker. It will stand the whole school year! It's 
an easy choice for parents who don't want their 
kids to be satanists. 

Then of course, Michael Jordan happened. In 
the NBA, Converse was like the shoes their set 
of nuns preferred. It was the official shoe of the 


league. The premiere faces of the NBA: Magic 
and Bird fought battles and won with those 
shoes with a shade of basic yellow and flat green 
just to draw that line and fuel the feud. MJ bled 
red and black, the colors associated with revolu¬ 
tion and anarchy as painted on blank walls on 
some dangerous street somewhere. MJ even 
got fined for every game he staged that rubber 
shoe coup. The reaction was similar to how the 
league reacted to Iverson's braids and tattoos. 

In perspective, it gives you an idea on how the 
concept of authority works and its need to clamp 
down on things that don't fit a mold or a defini¬ 
tion. Anything outside of it is a form of defiance 
that needs to be quashed. 

Air Jordan is not the sport>s first unique fashion 
entity. Dr. J had that. The Doctor is compliment¬ 
ed for starting that trend to be cool and fashion¬ 
able even before it became cool and fashionable. 
But the genius behind Air Jordan is that the look 
becomes a tangible you can own. Before that, 
you buy a Converse and you buy the official 
shoes and affiliate yourself with a team and their 
colors. Nike can make you Be Like Mike, a tag 
line more pronounced than Gatorade, the com¬ 
pany that came up with the phrase. Spike Lee 
backed the claim up, MJ's six rings backed it up. 
The whole concept of owning shoes changed. 

In the movie Social Network, Zuckerberg de¬ 
creed Facebook transcends from an invention 
into a concept like fashion, something that never 
goes out of style. Looking at the colorways, re¬ 
issues and re-launches of every Jordan shoe re¬ 
leased years after MJ hung his own game sneak¬ 
er, Jordan is fashion. His shoe is as mythical and 
as valuable as every rock god's guitar. The brand 
took off from where Chuck Taylor's timelessness, 
as in taking off starting with the tag price. 

But do we as consumers care? Although I, 
personally, am nowhere near any Jordan collector 
out there. I understand its appeal. I understand 
why MJ still earns US$ 80 Mill. It>s a product 
that even women today find sexy. Me, I am 
more main stream in the sense that I'm interested 
in buying shoes from the championship years 
(AJ 6-8 and AJ 11-13) with no particular color 


preference. I'm not going out to debate about 
maintaining the integrity of a shoe type and its 
loyalty to history and other nonsense (I got me 
an AJ 11 gamma blue, thanks to my basketball 
coach). The shoe that supposedly made history 
is not made with a preconceived legacy in mind. 
The insight behind it is like most consumers out 
there, I guess, the prevailing trend is that we buy 
those related with a happy memory. 

I can't ball with them AJs, it's too heavy, but I 
bought an AJ8 because it bookmarks the time 
when I can't afford a Nike shoe. I celebrate it 
now with my ability to afford one. Such me¬ 
diocrity, but who's to judge? I pay taxes and I 
give my shoes away after four years because: 
a) it eases on the Buyer>s remorse I initially had 
upon buying it and b) my kids are not going to 
inherit these because these shoes are built to self- 
destruct after five years or 5000 kilometers. Next 
time I'll be collecting cars to remind me of a time 
when I can't afford a Ferrari. We keep on dream¬ 
ing and achieving. 

Like I said, I can't ball with an AJ for the same 
reason I don't buy LeBron's high cut releases (I 
wait for his mid cuts, much easier to pair with 
pants or shorts). I am more into the Kobes and 
the KDs. The science behind those shoes are 
better and they fit better, locks the ankle better 
and it's very light, it makes walking with the wife 
at the mall more bearable! It's like the shoe 
engineers had people like me in mind too! With 
the release of Kobe 9 tsinelas, Pinoy tribute 
shoe, you'll never know what they consider into 
making one. Still, all the success the Kobes, the 
LeBrons, and the KDs have, they all owe to the 
Jumpman. 

Jumpman, in terms of sales, is something none 
of his heir apparent will break. This is perhaps 
one of MJ's lasting legacies. He made it accept¬ 
able for a man to have a closet full of boxes of 
sneakers. Shoes with weird inspired shapes, with 
loud and wild color schemes. And the kids today 
may go to school still with the traditional boring 
black, but I bet the PEs are much more colorfully 
expressed as fun.S 
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WHAT NOT ’TO WEAR 


here aren’t a lot of things in this world 

T that intimidate me. Speak in front 
of a big crowd for a presentation? 

Sure. Study and live abroad? I’m so 
there. Interview the regional president of 
an international corporation? No biggie. 
Find out what makes a superstar tick? 

Not a problem. Cover a press conference 
headed by the governor of New Jersey? I’ll 
be seated up front. But you know what 
scares me? Figuring out what to wear. That. 
That intimidates me. I go to bed every 
night mentally going through every piece 
of clothing I have in my closet and trying 
to imagine how I would look in a particular 
shirt or dress. 

I could wear that green skirt and match 
that with that purple top, right? No, those 
colors don’t go together. Well, I could wear 
it with that cream bolero. Didn’t you just 
wear that last week? Oh, crap. Yeah. Alright, 
the blue dress. I could pair that with the 
wedge shoes I just bought. Laundry. Right. 
Laundry. 01c. Jeans, shirt, black blazer? The 
weather guy said it’s going to be in the high 
30s tomorrow. Le sigh. I give up. I’ll just 
wear whatever. Yup! 

On occasion, I do hit on a pretty cute 
combination in my head and I go off to sleep 
having already planned out the next day’s 
wardrobe. Until I actually put it on. Then, I 
just cringe and feel like I have to apologize, 
£ Sorry, that looked so much better in my 
head.”And it’s off to the drawing board. 

Tops get strewn all over the place, jeans are 
replaced with skirts (or vice versa), dresses 
get rumpled, but in the end I almost always 
end up with a very unimaginative get-up. 

I envy guys sometimes. I always think 
it’s so much easier for them to get dressed. 

A simple shirt, jeans, shoes. Maybe an 
accessory here and there, and that’s it, 
they’re done. A suit and tie is the go to kit 
for formal events. Bowties add a bit of quirk, 
if they’re into that kind of thing. Or kilts, of 


course, if you’re a Scotsman. 

But there’s more variety for women, 
fashionistas would argue. Women’s clothes 
have evolved through the years and with 
the latest fashion, you can wear whoever 
you aspire to be. Corporate maven, lawyer, 
executive assistant, librarian (naughty or 
otherwise), fitness buff; what you wear can 
reflect who you really are or can transform 
you into something that you didn’t think 
you were. 

Thing is, though, I actually agree with 
them. I admire women who make it seem 
so effortless. These girls can throw on any 
old thing and still manage to look good. You 
know that saying about looking good in a 
potato sack? If only it were acceptable to 
walk around literally wearing a potato sack, 
I’d do it because then it would mean never 
having to think about what I can or can’t 
wear. 

Maybe that’s also the thing about women’s 
fashion that throws me off. As great as the 
variety is, the rules and restrictions seem to 
be just as plenty. I remember back in high 
school, we were instructed, nay, dictated 
upon to not wear sleeveless tops or shorts 
during school fairs or field trips. The idea 
being that wearing such revealing clothing 
was unbecoming of a lady. Similarly, we were 
told to keep the make-up to a minimum. The 
blander the palette, the better. It took me 
years before I felt comfortable enough to go 
out in public wearing the much-hyped red 
lipstick. 

The rules don’t just end in school, either. 

If you’re a woman and you’re thinking of 
joining the corporate world, articles abound 
on what one should wear to get the job. If 
the interviewee is a guy, unbutton the first 
three buttons on your blouse and show a bit 
of cleavage, even says one. Another wants 
you to cover the top and opt to show a bit 
more leg. Dresses should be tight but not too 
tight and not too revealing. Trousers should 


be tailored, the blouse crisp and unwrinkled. 
It’s exhausting, just thinking about all these 
things you have to consider. 

Yes, yes, I know some of these rules apply 
for guys too. But not the cleavage part. And 
that’s what bothers me. We claim feminism 
but we’re also quick to say that if you need to 
use your feminine wiles to get the job, do it. 

It irks me to even think that in this day and 
age we have to tell women that a bit of boob 
will get you that promotion you were gunning 
for. Do we tell guys that showing a bulge while 
being interviewed by a female HR officer 
is ok? No, we don’t. We tell them it’s sexual 
harassment and not only will they definitely 
not get the job, they’ll most likely end up in 
jail too. 

In recent months, the internet too has been 
choclcfull of stories of girls getting clothes- 
shamed because what they were wearing was 
deemed inappropriate. There’s that story of 
the girl who was told to wear an oversized 
shirt bearing the words £ DRESS CODE 
VIOLATION’ because her skirt was too short 
and it was distracting to the boys. Really? 
When young girls are wearing shorter and 
shorter clothes these days, we’re concerned 
with how the boys in her class are going to 
react? Another story tells of Muslim girls 
being asked to remove their hijab otherwise 
they won’t be able to play baseball. Damned 
if you do, damned if you don’t. Cover up and 
you won’t get to play, don’t cover up and you 
won’t be able to come to class. 

And that, for me, is the crux of the issue. 

The restrictions aren’t so much for the benefit 
of the girls but more for the preservation of 
the sanity of the boys. We teach ourselves to 
dress a certain way not really because we wish 
to impress other women, as we claim, but 
because we want to be more alluring to the 
opposite sex. 

Don’t overthinlc it. Wear whatever the hell 
you want, I can already hear some you claim. 
If only it were that simple. 
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ARTISTRY VERSUS CELEBRITY 



Defining the Artist 
in the Reel world 


I think it's hilarious, now, when I look back 
to the years when I was just beginning as 
an actor in the theater, being trained the 
old school way - you know, when directors 
would rip your personal life apart and use it 
against your rehearsal performance, when mugs 
of coffee were thrown your way, and all the 
expletives imaginable and unimaginable would 
be your new name. Angst. Those were the days 
when "crazy" was a compliment, tantrums were 
"normal," and if other actors have no personal 
baggage, they go out looking for some. Used to 
be, actors thought insanity and angst made for 
better actors. Well, I never bought that. But then 
again, I had a very troubled past, so who was I 
to judge? 

This was in the early nineties. And our idols 
then were Shamaine and Nonie Buencamino, Pen 
Medina, Soliman Cruz, Irma Adlawan, among 
others. But in UP, we were so in awe of the 
"cream of the crop" in theater - Nonon Padilla's 
Actors' Company in Tanghalang Pilipino, Cultural 
Center of the Philippines' resident theater 
company. We would take every opportunity we 
could to watch these actors, as they would to 
really "deep" interpretations of plays, taking on 
characters nobody ever dreamed would work 
in UP. I still remember Irma Adlawan playing a 
sixteen year old and I believe she was in her late 
twenties then, maybe pushing thirty. And this 
is where the word "artist" began to be a very 
cumbersome label - more like the dangerous 
word. Closer - how dare you call yourself that 
word. 

All these things from the past plagued my 
mind only because of one night in Taumbayan, 
where I ended up serendipitously meeting with 
a group of theater friends. One of us suddenly 


asked, you see, what makes one think they can 
call themselves an artist? This left me gaping. 
Then I think my jaw landed to my ribcage at the 
next question: What even makes one worthy of 
being called an actor? 

I wanted to laugh hysterically and point out 
that these are simply labels, and I did, only 
without laughing. I simply found it so pathetic 
that to this day, actors are so petrified by the 
word artist. One of us even mentioned that we 
can't call ourselves artists. Only the higher people 
in our work should name us such. I wanly asked 
if we were talking knighthood here. And I merely 
said it's a label we use for people whose craft is 
in the world of arts, whether it be visual, music, 
dance, drama, or what have you. 

Then another word turns all red. CRAFT, one 
of us spat. Who dares call it a craft? How many 
plays must one do? Somebody else interrupted. 

If we were in front of Johnny Depp, the other 
asked, and he asked me what I did, dare I say 
actor? To Johnny Depp? I was finding the entire 
conversation ridiculous be the second. I said, very 
quietly, I would say yes. Who is Johnny Depp, and 
who am I - if we both met, he may be all over 
the world with his works, but that doesn't make 
me NOT an actor. 

And herein lies the problem. Such insecurity 
simply may be the reason why, to this very day, 
no matter what theater actors do, no, scratch 
that - no matter how much we give, we're so 
judgmental about labels most of us deserve, and 
so we keep proving ourselves, even when there 
is only one reason why we stay on - acting is a 
calling. It's a service. It's to entertain and perhaps 
as a bonus, touch people's lives. I'd personally 
explain it the other way round, but I have been 
in this world far long enough to know that 


entertainment is what the audience needs the 
most. Life sucks, anyway. And our lives do suck, 
mostly, but we keep on coming back for more 
because we love it. We see more of each other 
than we do our own families, and our parents are 
replaced by a string of directors. It's lonely going 
home. Sometimes we don't even know who we 
really are - so I wonder why we can't even label 
ourselves correctly? And honestly, I quite find it 
hypocritical. 

Since college, it has already been the standard 
to get television or film stars to portray lead roles 
in the theater. Up to this day, it still happens. 
When I was younger, we were more unforgiving. 
We'd say to ourselves, while watching them 
rehearse, what they could do that we couldn't do 
better. We were never fooled. They were stars. 

"Mga artista," who would make our plays "box 
office hits." Yet we wouldn't dare call ourselves 
actors - even artists. We studied, we'd exclaim. 
We trained, we'd cry out. And even then, some 
of us were already aiming to become stars 
instead, and make it big as film and TV actors 
and directors. The stars say theater is prestige, 
while we used to think back in college, TV and 
film meant money. No more Sky Flakes and 
instant coffee! People would get to see us put 
our education into practice with just a flick of 
the channel. Our names would be written in the 
credits. While back in theater, it took so many 
years before our names would be in the posters. 
Really. 

When I was about ten years old already as 
a theater actor, and had already about four 
productions as guest actor in theater companies 
in Tokyo, Singapore and Malaysia in my resume, 

I did my nth play for Tanghalang Pilipino, my 
home by then. I was lead. However, in the poster, 
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my name appeared last. This wasn't the first 
time, actually, and I never did mind before. But 
suddenly, something just hurt inside, something 
was just really tearing me apart, and so I asked 
the artistic director what he was thinking, was he 
not aware I was the lead? I then cited examples 
in the past. I said I deserved to have my name on 
top. Finally. He shut me up immediately with this 
explanation, which he calmly and matter-of-factly 
spelled out to me: The three other actors have 
names. You don't. The masses know them. They 
don't know you. You will not work for publicity 
purposes. You chose, just as I did, to be an artist 
(there is finally the word,) and this is your curse. 

If you want your name up in the poster, go do 
teleseryes or films. 

There you go. You want to be an artist, or a 
star? 

Oh, I have tried doing teleseryes. I started 
out as an extra, and my first paycheck was 100 
pesos. I was still doing theater in UP. I hated it. 
Not being an extra, but the long wait. The fact 
that I had no chair, and make-up artists would 
just be so rough with my face, and we'd be 
yelled at even before we did anything. Add to 
this the fact that my family would laugh because 
when I'd appear, the camera would just pan too 
fast, I'd look like a blur. Then I graduated to an 
extra with lines, until I slowly went up to "the 
friend of the lead." But I just kept choosing the 
stage over TV. Yes, I'd get paid well, but I simply 
didn't feel at home. 

Then, something incredible for theater 
happened. Gibbs Cadiz of the Philippine Daily 
Inquirer began writing a year-end column 
devoted entirely to theater. In this column, 
he would give awards for best productions, 
best directors, best actors and actresses, best 
featured actors and actresses, as well as give out 
honorable mentions. We got noticed, and we 
felt like damn right down to the bone artists. 

Why nobody ever thought about an award 
giving body then for the theater is something 
I can't answer. But Cadiz thought it up, and it 
was possible. We suddenly felt possible. We 
existed out there. Perhaps now, more people 
would watch us, with or without, preferably, 
stars. Add to this Rodolfo Vera and the Writers' 
Bloc giving birth to the Virgin Lab Fest, where 
untried, untested, and unstaged plays were sort 
of like the indie counterpart of the theater, where 
finally artists from different theater companies 
came together and played with fire. There was 
experimentation, and true collaboration - and 
this yearly festival began to gather cult followers, 
until the year came when ticket prices rose, and 
people scrambled to reserve seats for fear of a 


full house, and actors were finally getting an 
honorarium. 

But once more, in the year 2010, film directors 
and TV personalities penetrated this laboratory 
we claimed as our playground. I have no 
reaction. I am stating a fact. 

It always happens. 

Even in Cinemalaya. I started out as a 
Cinemalaya actor in 2006. Up until 2009, finally, 

I found my niche in the reel world. I felt like I 
was still in the theater. There was collaboration, 
most of my co-actors were also from the theater, 
and we got treated kindly, and with respect. The 
directors would trust us with characters only stars 

Since college, it 
has already been 
the standard to get 
television or film stars 
to portray lead roles in 
the theater. Up to this 
day, it still happens. 

used to have the honor of portraying. But just 
like that, stars and commercial directors began 
traipsing in, and independent film suddenly lost 
its definition. 

Or, perhaps, there will always be a thin line 
between commerce and art. It's inescapable. 

Despite all these things, as theater actors, we 
became friends with the mainstream actors. We 
also fell in love with certain commercial directors. 
It is a fact that there are numerous commercial 
directors, like Joel Lamangan, who are of the 
theater. Of course we know the answer to the 
question, why, if these friends are of the theater, 
don't they cast actors of the theater? It's simple. 
They may want to, but they are in a system 
where the box office dictates one's lifespan in an 
industry like that. 


But things are beginning to look up. Finally, 
a theater actor, Angeli Bayani, won Best Actress 
at the Urian Awards. And a lot of theater 
actors have won awards for Cinemalaya and 
CinemaOne as well. I'm not saying awards are 
the end result, but they do help actors go up 
together, and get more work, and perhaps be 
given the respect they deserve - monetarily. Let's 
face it, until this day, we get paid so little, but 
since we have already fallen in love, too, with the 
camera thanks to the indie people, we accept 
work. And really, we need to eat. We are afraid 
of ending up homeless one day, getting televised 
with Jessica Soho. No way. 

As for me, that night in Taumbayan, while my 
friends spoke of labels, I was thinking of theater 
productions like PETA's Rak Of Aegis, which broke 
the record as the longest running production, 
Tanghalang Ateneo's Middle Finger, and Dulaang 
UP's Ang hiuling Lagda Ni Mabini - you won't see 
any stars here, just good old theater actors. But 
these productions are brilliantly directed, written 
in a simple, yet riveting style, and the actors are 
simply more than enough. And each show garners 
a full house. There is entertainment, but there is 
also that feeling of going home thinking about 
stuff you thought didn't matter. Lots of actors 
have now begun taking charge of community 
theaters, as well, where they can nurture real 
theater actors - hopeful that these kids may stay 
long enough to revive the theater long after we 
are gone. A lot of actors from various theater 
companies have also opened their own, producing 
their own plays, and portraying characters no 
director would have dreamed of entrusting to 
them in the past. And what's wrong with that? 
We're taking charge, and we are still in the 
theater. All I pray for is that we don't end up as 
cults, but that "globalization" or crossing over to 
collaborate still continues. 

Internationally, we are also getting noticed. Lav 
Diaz' Norte and Mu la Sa Kung Saan Nagsimula, 
was mostly cast with theater actors. So was Sean 
Ellis' Metro Manila. Young independent directors 
fresh out of film school are also competing 
abroad, with theater actors as their storytellers. I 
keep teasing them, "Once you get famous, you'll 
forget me and when you do, I'll visit you on set 
and smack you up!" It's just a joke, but I hope 
they never forget us. Q 
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THE LABEL OF MALE ‘FEMINISM’ 


WORDS BY TRISTAN ZINAMPAN 


G rowing up, I remember 
watching an episode of 
Johnny Bravo where after 
another failed attempt in 
his never-ending pursuit 
of women, Johnny decides 
to change his MO. He abandons his usual 
macho bravado, ceases the catcalling and 
sexist pick-up lines, and actually starts 
treating the ladies with more respect. Of 
course this was just another one of his ploys 
to get more women. Hilarity and hijinks 
ensue; Johnny boy gets his comeuppance. 
End of episode. 

It’s easy to disregard such a thing 
coming from a kid’s cartoon. £ Of course it’s 
a cartoon”; “it’s meant to be taken as joke 5 ? 
“that episode must have been twenty years 
ago’* yadi-yada. But as they say, art imitates 
life and life imitates art. And now, after two 
decades, I see more Johnny Bravos than ever 
trying their hand at something even bigger 
than the nice guy approach. They are now 
labeling themselves as 'feminists,’’casually 
throwing out the term as if it was just 
another self-labeling trend similar to “emo,” 
£ £eelc,”or 'hipster”. Granted maybe many of 
these attempts are actually sincere, it still 
doesn’t make it any the less misguided. 

The recent “coming out”of celebrities 


such as Joseph Gordon Levitt and John 
Legend as “male feminists”has jolted more 
and more men to pick up their banner and 
jump on the 

wear a statement shirt to label oneself as a 
feminist? Can the whole concept be summed 
up by having the boys of One Direction 
instagram pictures of themselves holding up 
signs with hashtags? Is it truly that simple? 

A lot of celebrities are now getting pats 
on their backs and tons of praise whenever ^ 
they throw out the phrase ££ [ am a femini^ 
during interviews. Aziz Anzari of Pa ij 
and Rec fame made an appearance 
Letterman where he quoted a did|^^^H 
in defining feminism, callingjt simply 
the belief of equal rights b^ween men and 
women. Joseph Gordon Levitt, on the other 
hand, released a video saying the he’s a 
feminist because he believes gender doesn’t 
define who you are. They make it sound so 
simple though it’s no^ 

My main takeaway 
- a concept as complex as 
simplified and spread across 
just like any less-concentrated soH^T 
dropped in a medium, the more anai^^H 
it is diluted. The definition becomes jac^B 
to the point that it is trivialized among the 
masses. You do get more attention on the 


The recent “coming 
ilebrltles 
such as Joseph 
Gordon Levitt and 
Inhn Legend as “male 
feminists" has jolted 
more and more men 
to pick up their 
banner and jump nn 
the bandwagon. But 
is it enough to wear 
a statement shirt 
to label oneself as a 
fsminist? 
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topic but is it the kind of attention it 
deserves? Is it even the correct kind? 

Instead of feminism being delivered 
as an issue to be taken up in arms with 
reverence and all seriousness to its form, 
the male feminist movement, in my 
opinion, is becoming a craze a slight 
notch above KONY 2012 (and we all 
know where that got us). We’ve come to a 
point where there are quizzes to measure 
if you are a male feminist or not. And 
you know that there is problem when a 
topic that takes multiple semesters to 
discuss in university such as feminism is 
now being summed up and measured by 
a quiz on Faceboolc. 

This is not a simple matter of 
believing. This is much more than 
that. Feminism takes a level of 
understanding, an understanding of 
how it is to not be part of the dominant 
group in an inherently patriarchal 
society. An understanding that you can 
never fully grasp unless you are part of 
it. An understanding that I myself credit 
to not fully comprehend because I was 


born with penis and I will never truly 
know what women have to go through 
in this world. That is why I do not feel 
comfortable waving those four words 
-lama feminist”. I believe it would 
be too pretentious on my part and I do 
not deserve it. 

You cannot say that by looking up 
to Tandang Sora and by having more 
female role models you are already 
a feminist. Nor could you claim that 
having many female friends in your 
inner circle automatically makes you 
a feminist. You’d just be patronizing 
if you’d had to list down the reasons 
why you should be considered a 
feminist. Treating someone fairly and 
seeing them as an equal is practice 
that doesn’t need to be called out as 
feminism. It is a practice of being a 
good person. So eat that Joseph Gordon 
Levitt. 

If you ask me, I personally believe 
in supporting the cause of feminism. 

I credit the challenges of gender 


equality, sexism, and objectification all 
around me. Yes it is disturbing and yes, I’d 
like things to change. But I’m not innocent 
enough to be all preachy and label myself 
as a “feminist”. It’s just something I am not 
comfortable with. I’d rather let my actions 
speak louder than my words. 

I wouldn’t stop trying to be a decent 
human being though - treating people by 
the merit of their actions and not by their 
gender or nationality. I’d still keep female 
company because they are my friends and 
I like them for who they are, not because 
of their gender. That’s just natural. We’d 
just be creating unnecessary arguments by 
labeling it. 

Though, all these talks on male feminism 
do have some merit. In the end, attention is 
still attention. That’s still somehow a good 
start. Change starts from that. If you really 
believe you could make a change by calling 
yourself a “feminist;”by all means go. Don’t 
let me hinder you. Different strokes for 
different folks, right? In the end, eat that, 
Joseph Gordon Levitt. Q 
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ADOLF ALIXJR 


A HOUSEHOLD NAME IN THE INDUSTRY OF INDIE 
FILMMAKING, BUT HE PREFERS TO STAY BEHIND 
THE SCENES. HERE, HE TAKES A STEP INTO THE 
LIMELIGHT AND EXPLAINS THE 


POWER OF CINEMA 


WORDS BY 

LAUREN ACCURANTES 


PHOTOGRAPHY BY 


RAYMOND SALDANA 




FACT: ADOLF AUX JR. 

IS THE DALAI LAMA OF 
THE INDEPENDENT FILM 
INDUSTRY. OK. 

NOT A FACT, BUT THAT IS THE 
CLOSEST COMPARISON ONE 
CAN MAKE WHEN TALKING 
TO HIM. FOR STARERS, 

HE’S GOT THE SAME 
SEEMINGLY IMPERTURBABLE 
COMPOSURE AND THE 
SOFT-SPOKEN NATURE. 


ADDITIONALLY, HE'S GOT THE WHOLE 'KNOW-THE-RULES-SO-YOU-KNOW-HOW-TO-BREAK-THEM' MENTALITY 
DOWN PAT " AN G MAGANDA NAMAN\N\JH FILMMAKING, THE STUDENTS JUST HAVE TO KNOW THE RULES ... 
MOST OF THE GOOD FILMS NAMAN , WILL BREAK THOSE RULES. IMPORTANTE LANG NAMAN , LIKE YUNG BASIC 
GRAMMAR, YOU KNOW THE GRAMMAR, ALAM MO KUNG PAANO MO SIYA GAMITIN, AT LEAST YOU WOULD 
KNOW WHAT TO SAY WHEN THEY ASK YOU WHY YOU DECIDED TO BREAK THOSE RULES. YOU KNOW THE WHY. 
KE5A YUNG WALA LANG , JUST FOR THE HECK OF IT LANG. CRUCIAL LANG YUN , ESPECIALLY NOW WITH THIS 
GENERATION, WITH NEW TECHNOLOGY, NAPAKADALI HE EXPLAINED. THIS IS ESPECIALLY IMPORTANT, HE SAID, 
SINCE NEW TECHNOLOGY IS SO EASILY ACCESSIBLE, MOST YOUNG FILMMAKERS NEED TO BE TAUGHT THAT 
SIMPLY HAVING A CAMERA AND SHOOTING SOMETHING DOES NOT MAKE ONE A FILMMAKER. 



Alix, at 36, is the youngest we've ever featured as our 
Man of the Month but his extensive body of work rivals even 
that of the most senior of honorees. His very first script, Ada, 
was written when he was just 18 and won first prize at the 
then Film Development Foundation's nationwide scriptwriting 
competition. It was retitled Kahapon, May Da/awang Bata, 
and was shot as a feature length film by Carlitos Suguion- 
Reyna and starred Ara Mina and Jennifer Sevilla. He would 
later pen other screenplays for other directors but it wasn't 
until Donsol did he gain fame as both the writer and director 
of his own film. A love story set in the beautiful island of 
Sorsogon that tells the story of a whaleshark tour guide that 
falls in love with a mysterious tourist, Donsol garnered many 
awards and accolades from local award-giving bodies and 
was shown in many international festivals. "Mas importante 
sa akin is you start with the character, particularly when 
they are set in a world na hindi mo a/am. For example, with 
Donsol, hindi na man ako swimmer, pero when they told me 
na, 'A/am mo sa Sorsogon may mga whalesharks tapos may 
mga tourist guide at merong mga turistang nagpupunta dun. 
So in a way, nagkakaroon siia ng connection but they leave.' 
So ako, I was interested in that. Plus, parang metaphor din 
siya nung mga whalesharks kasi they just pass through for 
a few months tapos wa/a na rin siia. Mas excited ako to tell 
stories where I also learn something new in the process," 
he said, adding that it is the characters that really drive his 
storytelling. 




With that thought in mind, it must be easier to interpret the 
story as a director when one is also the scriptwriter. Alix agrees 
because after all, as a scriptwriter, you live and breath the story, 

"You sleep with it. It's at the back of your head, so when you shoot, 
more or less, a/am moyung material in and out," he chuckled. 

"But as a storyteller, you also have to know your limits. May mga 
bagay na gusto kong gawin, pero I think and I feel na hindi ko siya 
kayang su/atin. For example, yung Death March, a/am ko tang kung 
anoyung gusto ko. Of course, it entails a lot of things, research 
ganyan, and after all that, inisip ko na parang I think I need to 
find someone to write it. Yung Whistleblower, yung bago naming 
project with Nora [Aunor], medyo political siya because it speaks of 
the experience of the whistleblowers opposing a particular political 
system. A/am ko iang yung ideas. Pero siyempre, may mga materyal 
na ma/apit sayo, feeling mo ikaw ta/aga ang makakapag-interpret 
ng ideas, then I do those films. Sometimes you get asked to do a 
film for a certain company or a producer, and minsan may time 
frame din si/a, so kinokonsider ko rin yun, kung aabotor hindi 
aabot, " he added. From his words, it's also apparent that Alix is a 
business-savvy indie filmmaker; understanding that sometimes one 
should also listen to the financial backers. "This is especially true in 
doing TV work because you also have advertisers that you have to 
think of," he said. Fie is currently doing writing and directing work 
for GMA NewsTV's Wagas, a show that features the unique love 
stories of various couples, famous or otherwise. It is a show that's 
well suited to Alix's style of character-driven storytelling. 

Additionally, he is also open to doing more mainstream movies. 
"If the story is right, and there's a way we can add-in endorsers 
without being intrusive, why not?" he shrugged. 




Director Adolf Alix, Jr. directs actors in movie "Death March". 

Photo credit: sssip. wordpress.com 


THE PROLIFERATION OF INDIE 
FILMMAKERS 

Alix would be the first to admit that indie films are not for 
everybody. Moviegoers, from the get-go, have been trained by 
mainstream movies for fast-paced storytelling, and "at the end of the 
day, [indie movies] are slice-of-life stories of what society is like," he 
said. "I like to understand the story of the human condition. That's 
what's interesting to me. With indie filmmaking, you meet a spectrum 
of people that you wouldn't expect. When you get to know them, you 
get to know na itoyung side ni/a as a person, tapos nae-enrich din 
yung understanding mo, which is what I think cinema is all about." He 
further explained that the power of the cinema is when we get to see 
characters ummasked, when they step out of their shells and become 
confronted with their 'personal selves', and what they do as a result of 
that. "That becomes more powerful," he opined. 

Small wonder then that indie filmmaking is becoming quite popular 
nowadays. How does Alix feel about the competition? "I don't really 
think we're competing. Hindi ko siya iniisip na competition. Yun nga 
because of the advent of technology, \umiityung camera, dumami 
yung options. Because of that, dumami din yung doors through which 
people can tell their stories differently. It's healthy because when 
they start doing their own films, they eventually find their own voice 
kung paano nil a gaga win yung peiikuia ni/a. At dahii dun, iuma/awak 
yung industry," he said, citing movie festivals like Cinemalaya and 
CinemaOne Originals. 

As for censorship, Alix takes a very pragmatic approach. His movie, 
Chassis, a story about the forced prostitution of a young mother in 
order to provide for her son, was rated X by the MTRCB because of a 
scene that showed the protagonist cutting of the penis of one of her 
clients, believing him to be the cause of her son's accident. The rating 
meant that the film was not allowed to be shown in public theaters. 
"It's a Marcosian law. It's very dated. Ako iang naman, they should see 
it in the context of the whole movie. When we applied for the movie, 
and ni/agay namin was for R-18 because understandably, it's a sensitive 
issue," he said. "Ang sa akin iang naman, if they are old enough to 
vote, they should be old enough to choose what type of movie they 
want to see," he concluded. □ 











INTERNATIONAL WOMAN 



PLAYBOY US’ PLAYMATE STEPHANIE BRANTON SHOWS US WHAT SOUTHERN 
COMFORT IS ALL ABOUT AS COVER GIRL AND MISS SEPTEMBER 2014. 


hot on location at Louisiana's Nottoway Plantation 
and Resort, Miss September's pictorial made the timid, 
Canadian stunner a makeshift Southern belle. "I 
don't see myself as a sexpot type in real life, but I love 
getting into that character as a model. I love giving hot. 
Although I can be shy and quiet at times, I am a bit of an exhibitionist. 
I'm comfortable, as they might say in Louisiana, gettin' nekkid," she 
said. 

Brazen in lace, this blonde attraction is a lovely sight to behold. 
Would you believe that people back in her homeland never thought 


she'd make it? From high school cheerleader in the frigid Canadian 
province Newfoundland to magazine cover girl in the City of Angels, 
things are definitely looking up for Miss September. 

"This is by far the biggest thing that has ever happened to me. It's 
beyond my wildest dreams to be both a Playmate and on the cover of 
PLAYBOY. And it is my perfect coming-out as a model, because the 
pictures make it look like, 'I'm here and I'm ready!"' she exclaimed. 

"This is just the beginning. I have wanted this my whole life, and 
now this is my time," she said. We don't need any more convincing. 
We're sure we'll see more of Stephanie Branton soon. Until then, these 
photos will have to suffice. 



PHOTOGRAPHY BY JOSH RYAN 

WORDS BY ROBERT SORIANO 
































































































“I LOVE GIVING HOT. ALTHOUGH I CAN BE SHY AND 
QUIET AT TIMES, I AM A BIT OF AN EXHIBITIONIST. I’M 
COMFORTABLE, AS THEY MIGHT SAY IN LOUISIANA, 
GETTIN’ NEKKID.” 
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//:_[ CAN A NINE-WEEK CRASH COURSE CHANGE 
YOUR LIFE AND TURN YOU INTO THE NEXT SILICON 
VALLEY SUPERSTAR? ]_>: [ BY WILL BUTLER ] 



: J/{ ILLUSTRATIONS BY DAVID P1UNKERT}»»/: 


R t nine A.M. on a brisk 
Monday morning, 20 
jittery students stand in 
a stairwell waiting for 
their first day of Dev 

Bootcamp. They've arrived in San Francisco 
from around the world, each paying $12,200 
to attend the so-called hacker school, and 
count college dropouts, academic expats, 
bright-eyed 20-somethings, mid-career 
burnouts, bros fresh out of UCLA, former 
beauty queens and Google employees 
among them. Their hope, and the DBC 
promise, is that with nine weeks of training 
they will land rock star jobs writing code 
at one of Silicon Valley's thousands of tech 
firms. 

When the doors fly open, music blares 


from speakers and the group sprints through 
a gauntlet of senior classmates cheering 
and high-fiving them along. Next, a strange 
icebreaker game begins, and an aspiring 
programmer shimmies his butt against mine, 
our arms locked from behind. Students take 
turns inventing pithy self-descriptors, their 
quirks and interests revealing volumes of 
diversity and personalities far removed from 
the introverted-programmer stereotype. 
Classmates encircle us and, knowing 
firsthand the 14-hour days to follow, 
dispense rough gems of advice, such as 
"Don't kill yourself the first week." 

Whether it's for patching security gaps 
in billion-dollar software or rendering ideas 
dreamed up from a Stanford frat star's bong, 
the demand for programmers to power 


this decade's landslide of tech start-ups is 
surging. To fill the need, DBC uses a new 
approach to vocational education, replacing 
nursing and car-repair training with a 
curriculum dedicated to churning out 
programmers as fast as possible. 

"When I started my software career," 
co-founder Shereef Bishay has said, "I 
used about 10 percent of what I learned 
in college in my first job." His program 
crams that 10 percent into just over two 
months, maintaining that the school 
doesn't produce world-class -coders, just 
"world-class beginners." Launched in a 
small office in San Francisco's Chinatown in 
2012, the program is shockingly successful. 
To hear DBC tell it, 88 percent of the first 
graduating class found employment within 
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weeks, with an average starting salary of 
$79,000. By the year's end the school was 
advertising a 95 percent job-placement rate 
and salaries averaging $85,000. Baristas 
and burger flippers became coders pulling 
down mid-career wages, while most 
American college graduates were paid less 
than half what these instant programmers 
commanded. 

Predictably, enrollment soared. The school 
has since expanded to Chicago and New 
York, and more than 15 copycats employing 
the same model have appeared in San 
Francisco in the same period. The concept is a 
shortcut to the American dream, fast-tracking 
anyone who is reasonably smart toward a 
million—dollar bay-view condo and a tech 
job with an employer that 
feeds you three meals a 
day, does your laundry, gets 
you drunk, sends you on 
team-building vacations, 
lets you work from home 
and provides unlimited paid 
time off. But it has to be 
too good to be true, right? 

"I think they're all 
getting jobs," explains 
Jesse Harrison, a technical 
recruiter in San Francisco. 

"As long as you were as 
immersed as you should 
have been for those nine 
weeks, there is no way 
you wouldn't. Whether 
it's at a cool company or 
some shitty start-up is 
unknown." He stresses 
that the creativity needed 
to code isn't limited to 
middle- and upper-class 
university graduates and 
that many employers seek 
candidates who aren't on 
that track. So why isn't 
everyone applying to DBC? 

"I don't know. Maybe 
they should be," he says. 

"Maybe I should be. I've 
thought about it seriously 
before." 


Cruising past the arches 
of the Golden Gate Bridge and glimpsing 
the sparkling towers of the city's not-long- 
ago-vacant South of Market district, or 
driving down an LED-illuminated span of 
the San -Francisco-Oakland Bay Bridge and 
winding through the city, down into the belly 
of Silicon Valley, it's easy to forget how this 
technopolis came to be. 

During the Great Recession, the Federal 
Reserve zapped interest rates from 5.25 
percent to effectively zero, incentivizing 
the movement of cash from bank vaults 
into investments. With Facebook, Twitter 
and similar companies leading the charge, 



(>/: IN NINE WEEKS, 
BURGER FLIPPERS 
BECAME CODERS 
PULLING MID-CAREER 
WAGES, WITH AN 
$85,000 AVERAGE 
SALARY://} 


investors became hungry to find the next 
tech juggernaut. Today, entrepreneurs and 
developers with little more than a hook, a 
PowerPoint presentation and a clever name 
receive millions in seed funding daily from 
venture capitalists eager to secure stakes in as 
many projects as possible, knowing the vast 
majority will fail. They're betting one of them 
could be the next Facebook. Technology 
moves so fast it's nearly impossible to tell 
which idea that will be. 

Whether or not you call it a bubble, the 
cash flood is intensifying. In 2009 Silicon 
Valley saw a total of 459 investment deals, 
totaling $4.4 billion. Two years later, before 



their IPOs, Zynga alone raised $867 million 
and Facebook $1.5 billion. In 2012 Facebook 
acquired Instagram for $1 billion, and in 
November 2013 Twitter's IPO share price of 
$26 valued the low-revenue company at 
$14.2 billion. Within four short years the 
investment landscape had more than tripled: 
In 2013, $12.2 billion in investor cash poured 
into 1,247 deals. All told, in the past five 
years $31.5 billion in capital has flowed into 
Silicon Valley start-ups and companies that 
more often than not generate zero revenue, 
figuring their "pivot" into profitability will 
come later. 

It's an environment in which Facebook's 
February acquisition of WhatsApp, until 
then a texting application little known in 
America, valued the 
company at $19 billion. 
The four-year-old service 
had half a billion users 
worldwide and some 50 
employees—placing the 
valuation at $380 million 
per—and a sparse $20 
million in annual revenue 
at the time of acquisition. 
The deal reportedly gave 
CEO Jan Koum, a college 
dropout, a net worth 
of $6 billion. In June an 
iPhone app called Yo, 
with the sole function of 
delivering the word Yo as 
a notification, raised more 
than $1 million in seed 
funding. Its creator said it 
took eight hours to make. 

These companies 
and the capital they 
generate are the reason 
schools like DBC exist. 

The investment deluge 
has turned programmers 
into such precious assets 
that, according to Forbes, 
seven of the top 10 jobs 
in which recent college 
graduates are happiest 
involve programming. 

That has forced tech 
giants to raise the bar for 
Silicon Valley workplaces: 
Snack rooms, catered 
meals, haircuts, massages, acupuncture, 
nonstop liquor, free gyms, Uber credits, yoga 
classes, napping stations and subsidized 
housekeeping are de rigueur. Between 60 
and 80 percent of Bay Area start-ups offer 
unlimited vacation time. One of them, 
Evernote, awards $1,000 to employees 
who actually use the time off. In the East 
Bay Express, reporter Ellen Cushing detailed 
a Google party with in-lawn pig roasts, an 
on-site wave machine for surfing and a larger 
San Francisco culture of financially clueless 
20-somethings living hand-to-mouth on 

continue to page 97 
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PLAYMATE OF THE MONTH 


MISS OCTOBER CRIS RAKI 

ROOFTOP 

ROfnflflC€ 

PHOTOGRAPHY BY 
FRANCO RAYMUNDO 



T ake a step closer to our Playmate for the month of 
October in this spicy rooftop pictorial. 

In dancing, every sway of the hips, every 
gyration and gesture, reverberate with sensuality. 
As such, comparisons between the deed and 
dancing has always been made. Both sweat-inducing. Both 
physical and involved. Both primal. 

As a choreographer and professional dancer, Playmate 
Cris Raki knows this correlation all too well. "I think it was 
one of my exes who told me that I move differently in the 
sack. I think dancers have this unique energy and dexterity 
that we develop from our craft. We're naturals in moving 
our body and we apply that in our sex life. It also happens to 
be a great workout," she explained. 


With her knockout toned body, Miss October is a towering, 
hazelnut-complexioned goddess who is quite comfortable in her 
own skin. "When I was in my early 20s, I often joined dance and 
body competitions. I'm adventurous and I love living outside my 
comfort zone. I posed for PLAYBOY Philippines because I wanted 
to prove to myself that I can do it. It's also a way to motivate my 
friends to become more comfortable in their body," she said. 

Wonder how her daring personality spice up her relationships? 
"I am the dominant one in most of the relationships that I've 
been in. I had three girlfriends before I had my first boyfriend. 

I am often the one who initiates everything. In the bedroom, I 
want to savor every moment, much like in a slow dance," said 
Cris. Q 




























"I THINK DANCERS HAVE 
THIS UNIQUE ENERGY 
AND DEXTERITY THAT 
WE DEVELOP FROM OUR 
CRAFT. WE'RE NATURALS 
IN MOVING OUR BODY 
AND WE APPLY THAT IN 
OUR SEX LIFE. IT ALSO 
HAPPENS TO BE A GREAT 
































"WHEN I WAS IN MY 
EARLY 20S. I OFTEN 
JOINED DANCE AND 
BODY COMPETITIONS. 

I'M ADVENTUROUS AND I 
LOVE LIVING OUTSIDE MY 
COMFORT ZONE. I POSED 
FOR PLAYBOY PHILIPPINES 
BECAUSE I WANTED TO 
PROVE TO MYSELF THAT 
I CAN DO IT. IT'S ALSO 
A WAY TO MOTIVATE 
MY FRIENDS TO BECOME 
MORE COMFORTABLE IN 
THEIR BODY," 




















PART Y Jokes y 



/\ prostitute approached a man at a bar. "This is your lucky night," she 
said. "I have a special game for you. I'll do anything you want for $30 as 
long as you can say it in three words." 

He pulled out his wallet, carefully laid three $10 bills on the bar and said 
slowly, "Paint... 
my...house." 

/\ man went to visit a friend at his office, where he found him sitting at 
his desk. Looking very depressed. 

"What's up with you?" the man asked. 

"Oh, it's my wife," his friend replied. "She hired a new secretary for me." 
"Is she blonde or brunette?" the first asked. 

"Neither," the other replied. "He's bald." 

^)n his wedding night, a man who'd married a virgin 
couldn't wait for the big moment. He got naked, 
jumped into bed and started groping. 

"Darling!" his bride shrieked. "I expect you to be as 
mannerly in bed as you are at the dinner table." 

The man calmly backed off and said, "Will you 
please pass the pussy?" 

I n a recent interview Jessica Alba said she doesn't 
do nude scenes because she doesn't want her 
grandparents to see her boobs. In related news, Alba's 
grandparents are receiving death threats. 

While attending a concert, a husband and wife 
noticed a very affectionate couple in the next row, 
running their hands over each other passionately. "I 
don't know whether to watch them or the stage," said 
the husband. 

"Watch them!" said his wife. "You already know 


how to play the guitar." 

Studies have shown that short-term memory can cause marijuana loss. 

/\ blind man with a guide dog went into a store. Suddenly the man 
picked his dog up by the tail and started swinging the animal above his 
head. The store clerk, alarmed by this behaviour, asked, "Can I help you?" 
"No, it's all right," said the blind man. "Just looking around." 

I'd appreciate it if you'd stop degrading your girlfriend," a woman told 
her chauvinist brother. 

"I don't want to degrade her, I want to update her," he answered. "I'm 
buying her bigger boobs." 

M y wife got me to believe in religion," a guy remarked to his buddy. 
"Really?" his friend asked. 

"Yes," the man replied. "Until I married her I didn't believe in hell." 

^)nce upon a time a prince asked a beautiful princess to marry him. She 
said no, and the prince lived happily ever after riding motorcycles, fucking 
cute girls and leaving the toilet seat up. 

/\ patient said to his doctor, "I suffer from premature ejaculation. Can 
you help me?" 

"I doubt it," said the doctor. "But I can introduce you to a woman with 
a short attention span." 

During debates, Mitt Romney called Hillary Clinton "clueless." When 
reached for his reaction, Bill Clinton responded, "I wish." 

You don't sound so well today," a woman told her female business 
partner. 

"I have a sore throat," the partner responded. 

"I have the best cure," the first said. "Each time I have a sore throat I 
blow my husband and I immediately feel better." 

The next day the partner walked into work with a smile on her face. 

"Did you do what I suggested?" the first asked. 

"Yes, and thanks for the tip," the second said. "Your husband couldn't 
believe it was your idea!" 

G uys are like bras: They hook up behind your back. 

Women are like condoms: They spend more time in your wallet than on 
your dick. 
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...FINCHER 

Continued from page 53 

corner, dropped Kevin in it and took a picture of 
him. It wasn't born of wanting to put talented 
photographers out of work as much as it was, 

"I think we can do this in an hour and a half 
because I can say to Kevin, 'Okay, that scene in 
episode 11, give me that look.'" We whacked 
this thing together and showed it to Netflix, and 
they said, "That looks great." I give all credit to 
Netflix. It was smartly done and very strategic, 
and they've been able to make a fairly big splash. 
PLAYBOY: When The Girl With the Dragon 
Tattoo was about to hit theaters, some of 
the press focused on your mentor-protegee 
relationship with young actress Rooney Mara. 
Why do you think Mara's co-star Daniel Craig 
described the relationship as "fucking weird" in 
one magazine piece? 

FINCHER: The thing got cloud-seeded by way of 
one magazine story. Had that one journalist from 
Vogue delved as deeply into why people were 
behaving the way they were as he did into what 
shoes they were wearing, we might have gotten 
some insight. But it was more interesting for 
him to do a Tippi Hedren Alfred Hitchcock sort 
of thing. From the beginning I said to the -Sony 
publicity people that the purpose of plucking 
someone like Rooney from obscurity is that they 
walk on-screen and you immediately believe 
who the fuck they are, rather than, "You were 
on Gossip Girl, right?" Rooney will tell you that 
I let her do anything she wanted. But it seemed 
counter to what we were trying to do to see her 
on the cover of Seventeen or being trotted out 
on every television show to go, "Here she is, 
cute as a fucking button and not at all this goth 
Swedish punker." I said, "I think this is absurd," 


but it didn't move the needle in any way. The 
Sony publicity people were frustrated with my 
getting in the way of the exploitation of the 
character Lisbeth Salander. 

PLAYBOY: Do you know if any actors have 
backed away from working with you because of 
what they think you're like? 

FINCHER: I'm sure there are people who think 
I bite the heads off puppies. There's nothing I 
can do about that. The relationships that matter 
to me are always with people who wouldn't 
have preconceived notions based on somebody's 
work. I gave up worrying about that years ago. I 
remember giving a quote, "I've got demons you 
can't even imagine." It was a joke. It was fun. 

It was out of context. My parents were always 
concerned about things I was quoted as saying. 
My dad thought for a time that I was playing 
into it. 

PLAYBOY: Let's talk about your parents and your 
home life. You were born in Denver, but when 
you were two your family moved to California, 
eventually settling down in San Anselmo in Marin 
County. What was it like growing up there in 
the 1960s and 1970s, when the area became 
synonymous with progressive thought, self- 
expression and a relaxed view toward drugs and 
sex? 

FINCHER: It was a bizarre, great place to grow 
up in during that time, with the human potential 
movement, EST, a lot of drugs and a lot of mixed 
messages, like "We want you kids to feel free to 
do whatever you want, just not that." There was 
always the potential for suffocating liberation. As 
absurd as it sounds, the movie with Martin Mull 
and Tuesday Weld, Serial, was a prescient and 
truthful view of Marin County—a place people 
think of as affluent, but at the time it wasn't. 

I grew up before the yuppies, before the Me 
decade, before "Greed is good." It was never 
"What are you driving?" I was a latchkey kid. I'd 
put a note on the fridge, "I'm going to Chris's 
house" or "I'm spending the night." No GPS, 
no cell phones. You were trusted. People had a 
much healthier attitude toward a lot of things. 
PLAYBOY: Including sex? 

FINCHER: We talked about sex from the time 
I was eight or nine. I don't think there was any 
confusion about what people were up to from 
the time I was in second or third grade. There 
were a lot of drugs. One of my dad's friends was 
Thomas Thompson, a writer for Life magazine 
who also wrote the book Richie: The Ultimate 


Tragedy Between One Decent Man and the Son 
He Loved, about a man who killed his son who 
was on drugs. I had friends with older brothers 
who were well on their way to being strung 
out. 

PLAYBOY: Did you really slather your sister's 
dolls in ketchup and hurl them onto the 
freeway? 

FINCHER: I did, because we thought it was 
funny. We used to egg cars and do all that kind 
of stupid shit, and it did escalate to all kinds of 
lunacy. No one was ever injured. I've gotten into 
a lot of trouble talking about that. You do a lot 
of dumb shit when you're 10 or 12. 

PLAYBOY: Your father also wrote for Life, 
among other magazines, right? 

FINCHER: He was a reporter and then a Life 
bureau chief. He quit to write nonfiction 
books on human intelligence, left-handedness 
and hundreds of magazine stories for 
Reader's Digest, Psychology Today, Sports 
Illustrated. Later in his life he wrote a couple 
of screenplays. He also wrote a novel that he 
burned in front of my mother. That's a story I 
was told and it has probably been hyperbolized, 
by me. But it's who he was. He wanted to get 
it right. 

PLAYBOY: Your mother worked in mental 
health, specializing in treating drug addiction. 
Were drugs attractive or scary? 

FINCHER: I've definitely been there with 
my friend in high school on a sodden, rainy, 
pouring-down night after we'd drunk a 
bottle of really bad champagne stolen from a 
restaurant he worked at. I remember trying to 
keep his mom's Corolla station wagon from 
slipping off a cliff. I've done all that stupid 
crap. It's not to say I didn't do my share, 
but there was no allure for me to see where 
experimentation could take you. My mom ran 
a methadone maintenance program, after all. 
Besides my mom's work, I have too much of a 
work ethic to disappear into that space. 

I had a normal teenage life. The only difference 
was that by the time I was 19, I was working six 
days a week, 14 hours a day for Industrial Light 
& Magic. 

PLAYBOY: What brought you to a place where 
you'd be working at the George Lucas owned, 
premier visual effects company in the world? 
FINCHER: I was the guy who waited in line to 
see The Empire Strikes Back. I was the kid who 
didn't read the Time magazine article about 
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Jaws because I was not going to let that fuck it 
up for me. My dad took me to movie matinees. 
Movies were all I wanted to do. And I grew up 
in a perfect time and a perfect place, with all 
this incredible stuff happening around me. 
PLAYBOY: Like what? 

FINCHER: George Lucas lived two doors down 
from my house. I saw American Graffiti being 
photographed on Fourth Street in San Rafael. 
They were making The Godfather on Shady 
Lane in Ross, California. Dirty Harry was being 
shot at Larkspur Landing. By the time I was 14 
I was on my way to a high school that had film 
courses, 16-millimeter cameras and double¬ 
system sound recording. I couldn't wait. 
PLAYBOY: So your career path probably hasn't 
surprised your childhood friends from Marin. 
FINCHER: I still have a handful of friends from 
there—the most cynical, perverse, sardonic, 
funny, irreverent, ruthless people. They're 
dark and sinister but wrapped in this perfectly 
humane, affable package. They get the cosmic 
joke. I always wonder, Was it something in the 
water? Or maybe it was being eight years old 
and having people say, "Okay, if your school 
bus gets the tires shot out of it, just stay on the 
bus. The Zodiac killer has sworn that he's going 
to pick off the little kiddies." My dad was super 
dry in his delivery, like nothing was ever cause 
for alarm. He'd say, "Oh, Dave, you should 
know there's a homicidal maniac who has 
written to the San Francisco Chronicle." Years 
later, when we were making Zodiac, I remember 
the opening scene of the movie wasn't working 
until [music supervisor] George Drakoulias 
brought me Three Dog Night's version of the 
song "Easy to Be Hard," from Hair. We put that 
music over the scene, and it was like I was in 
Black Point and could smell the eucalyptus. I 
was suddenly in 1965, in a green Impala with a 
huge backseat and a steel dashboard, like I was 
transported. I've harbored bizarre dreams of 
returning, but you can't, you know? Sausa-lito's 
not the same thing it was in 1976. 

PLAYBOY: Did you pursue your moviemaking 
passion once you hit high school? 

FINCHER: My parents became disenchanted 
with Marin just when I was about to enter 
high school. They were a little too Midwestern 
and reticent to succumb to Marin's kind of 
grooviness. They came back from the Oregon 
Shakespeare Festival convinced that the three 
of us kids would love southern Oregon, so they 
moved us there. I was on the cusp of doing 
what I wanted to do, and to have it snatched 
from me was like being choke-chained out of 
the perfect environment. 

PLAYBOY: Did you act out because of it? 
FINCHER: I always sort of acted out, but I 
wasn't a bad kid. Once I realized my parents 
weren't going to come to their senses, I knew 
the only way out of there was going to be on 
me. I wouldn't be able to be in the film business 
in southern Oregon and wouldn't witness 
the things I'd been seeing. So instead, as this 
scrawny drama nerd who always wanted to be 
a director, I developed my own curriculum and 
-executed it. 

PLAYBOY: What kind of jobs did you have as 
a kid? 

FINCHER: For most of high school, after school 
until six, I would work on plays and design sets 
and lighting. From six until 12:30 or one I would 
rush off to the local second-run movie theater, 
where I was a non-union projectionist. I got to 


watch movies for free, hundreds of times. That 
was a great job for someone who loved movies, 
because I got to see Being There, All That Jazz 
and 1941 180 times. Of course, I also had to 
watch things like Audrey Rose 180 times. On 
Saturdays I worked at KOBI in Medford, a local 
television news station, as a kind of production 
assistant. I would lug incredibly unwieldy 
cameras to shoot location stuff, like when there 
was a barn on fire or something like that. I also 
had jobs as a fry cook, busboy, dishwasher. 
PLAYBOY: Were your parents down with all 
this? 

FINCHER: When I was about 15 or 16, they 
sat me down and said, "We want to know 
where you think you're going and what you 
think you're going to do." I laid it out for them: 
"After high school I'm going to move back 
down to Marin. I want to eventually get a job 
working at Industrial Light & Magic. From there, 
I'm going to make television commercials and 
move to Los Angeles. Then I'd like to make 
sequels to my favorite science fiction movies." 
My dad, who was big on taking long, deep 
breaths while thinking about things, said 
probably the most important thing ever: "Well, 
what if that doesn't work out?" I was kind of 
like, "Fuck you. I'm not thinking about plan B." 
PLAYBOY: Your career pretty much followed 
that trajectory you laid out as a kid—except for 
the making-sequels part. 

FINCHER: I went back to Marin, where my 
younger sister had done voice-overs for 
[filmmaker] John Korty, and I got a production 
assistant job with him—moving Xerox 
machines, mopping floors, helping rewire 
animation stands. I rose very quickly in the 
ranks because of my work ethic. I was doing 
effects animation, shooting some -second-unit 
stuff and becoming a visual-effects producer. I 
met wildly talented, inspirational people there. 

It was kind of a great film school, though some 
people were definitely like, "Who the fuck does 
this 18-year-old think he is?" 

PLAYBOY: What did your parents make of the 
fact that within a few years you were directing 
commercials for some of the biggest clients in 
the world? 

FINCHER: When I was making commercials 
for Nike, Chanel and Pepsi, I think my parents 
thought I was doing stuff like "Come on down 
to Waterbed Warehouse." That was their idea 
of what television commercials were, so that's 
what they thought I was doing. My dad was an 
Okie and my mom was from South Dakota, and 
because they had a very different view of what 
one could expect, they wanted to protect me 
from disappointment. I think it clicked after we 
started Propaganda Films, and they started to 
think, Oh wow, he's okay financially. 

PLAYBOY: Propaganda was a very successful 
music video and moviemaking company that 
you, Dominic Sena and others launched in 1986 
and which boosted the feature-film careers of 
interesting directors such as Spike Jonze and 
Antoine Fuqua, among many others. 

FINCHER: It's weird. Cean and I were talking 
about our daughter, who is 20 now. That's the 
age I was when I directed my first television 
commercial. The idea of walking in the door, 
rolling up my sleeves and saying, "Okay, here's 
what the next 10 hours are about. For the first 
shot, we're going to...." That doesn't seem so 
weird or different to me, because that was me 
at the age of 20. And yet I would have a hard 
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time listening to a 20-year-old tell me, "Here's 
what we're going to be doing." 

PLAYBOY: You directed some of Madonna's 
most stylish videos, such as "Vogue" and "Bad 
Girl," the latter depicting the singer as a film 
noir femme fatale who gets strangled with 
panty hose. Why do you think that Madonna 
never translated to the big screen? 

FINCHER: Madonna is very crafty. She's street- 
smart. The video directors who did the best 
work with her—romantic, amazing stuff like 
what Jean-Baptiste Mondino did—were the 
ones she allowed to take risks and the ones 
who made videos she would throw herself into. 

I made commercials to make money, but I did 
music videos as a kind of film school. I learned 
that the way to be with Madonna was to follow 
her impetus, because the artist in a music video 
is not -only the star but also the studio. I could 
say to Madonna, "I need you to do it again. I 
need you to stop blinking. I need you to get 
your fucking chin down. And I need you to be 
better." Whether it was Madonna, Brad Pitt or 
Ben Affleck, I'm well aware that the work got 
financed because of them. But they needed 
to know I had to get them off their mark, get 
them to a place where it might get warm, 
because there might be friction. 

PLAYBOY: How do you look back on directing 
your first feature movie, Alien 3? 

FINCHER: I was a 27-year-old rube trying to 
navigate an impervious bureaucracy. It was an 
absurd and obscene daily battle to do anything 
interesting with what we were allowed to 
do. It was the same studio but very different 
players when I made Fight Club. There were 
80 corporate people who, for all the right 
reasons, became terrified of what the movie 
became. The biggest tipping point was, "God, 
the movie's so homoerotic," and that was a 
real problem for them. At the time, it was 
incendiary, but I look back on it now and it's so 
fucking tame, it's almost a TV movie. 

PLAYBOY: After that movie, did guys try to 
fight you, to take you on just for fun? 

FINCHER: I'm not tough, but I'm mean. I think 
people know I'm way too vindictive to try that 
shit. 

PLAYBOY: If any movie divides your ferociously 
partisan fanboy base it's The Curious Case of 
Benjamin Button—a deeply emotional, odd 
movie clearly made by someone who has 
grappled with death and the passage of time. 
FINCHER: I'd never made a movie with that big 
a body count. Everybody dies. And the truth of 
the matter is everyone is going to die, yet we 
spend so much time ignoring that fact. 
PLAYBOY: Whose death has most affected 
you? 

FINCHER: My father died in 2003, and I'd never 
been with someone when they died before. 
Almost all the decision-making I'd done in my 
life was in hopes of pleasing him or reacting 
against the things I felt he was shortsighted 
about. All of a sudden there was no north 
anymore, only south, east and west. When 
I read Eric Roth's draft of the script, it felt as 
though it was talking about an experience I'd 
had. Everybody kept saying the character was 
a little passive, and I was like, "My dad was a 
little passive. People do go through their entire 
lives being passive." Benjamin Button is a bit of 
a dirge. I thought it was beautiful. I thought it 
was an accomplishment. 

PLAYBOY: What do you think happens after 


death? 

FINCHER: When my father was sick, starting 
his chemo and puttering around our house 
after moving from Oregon to L.A., I could tell 
when he was about to appear at the bottom of 
the steps even if I didn't hear him. Of course, 

I knew him so intimately. When he passed 
I could tell he was no longer in the room. I 
was profoundly aware that the frequency he 
was on was suddenly gone. I've never been 
a religious person. I've always felt that the 
responsibility we have to one another should 
transcend punishment, that you should do what 
you feel is right because it's right, not because 
you're going to be scalded forevermore. I hope 
the ether is out there somewhere and all the 
star children pass on knowledge, experience, 
forgiveness, whatever. 

PLAYBOY: How do you assess The Social 
Network, a movie many people thought 
deserved to win the best picture Oscar over The 
King's Speech? 

FINCHER: It's as close to a John Hughes movie 
as I can make. For me that was stepping 
outside my comfort zone by showing nerds in 
their natural habitat. People said, "Oh, you're 
making a Facebook movie?" as if we were 
capitalizing on a trend or doing a Linda Blair 
Roller Boogie roller-disco movie after disco was 
dead. I was able to say to the studio, "There are 
no movie stars in this, just kids between 20 and 
25." It was incredibly fun and freeing to be able 
to just put the best people in those roles. 
PLAYBOY: For better or worse, over the years 
lots of Fincher projects have been announced 
and then vanished, including a top-chef project 
meant to star Keanu Reeves and a Steve Jobs 
movie with a script by Aaron Sorkin, who won 
an Oscar for writing The Social Network. But 
the most intriguing was a proposed remake of 
20,000 Leagues Under the Sea. 

FINCHER: Dude, it was fucking cool. It was 
smart and crazy entertaining, with the Nautilus 
crew fighting every kind of gigantic Ray 
Harryhausen thing. But it also had this riptide 
to it. We were doing Osama bin Nemo, a 
Middle Eastern prince from a wealthy family 
who has decided that white imperialism is evil 
and should be resisted. The notion was to put 
kids in a place where they'd say, "I agree with 
everything he espouses. I take issue with his 
means—or his ends." I really wanted to do it, 
but in the end I didn't have the stomach lining 
for it. A lot of people flourish at Hollywood 
studios because they're fear-based. I have a 
hard time relating to that, because I feel our 
biggest responsibility is to give the audience 
something they haven't seen. For example, 
Gillian Flynn and I are doing Utopia [about fans 
of a cult graphic novel] for HBO, and that's all 
I'm focusing on next year. 

PLAYBOY: In the end, what do you most want 
people to know about you? 

FINCHER: Studios treat audiences like 
lemmings, like cattle in a stockyard. I don't 
want to ask actors or anyone else on a movie 
to work so hard with me if the studios treat 
us as though we're making Big Macs. The Girl 
With the Dragon Tattoo is not a Big Mac. Gone 
Girl is not a Big Mac. This TV show I'm doing 
about music videos in the 1980s and the crew 
members who worked on them, or this other 
show, a Sunset Boulevard set in the world of 
soaps—they're not Big Macs. I don't make Big 
Macs. □ 
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MUSIC VIDEOS: UNLEASHED AND UNRATED 


► Miley Cyrus twerked her way into adulthood and barred it all 
in "Wrecking Ball," while Robin Thicke's "Blurred Lines" crossed 
lines with a bevy of beautiful women in the buff. Consider our 
interest in music videos aroused. 
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WHO’S YOUR DADDY? 

►Step aside, Maury Povich. Mobile paternity testing is here. Now 
New Yorkers can hail a Winnebago, offer DNA samples and find 
out in three to five business days if their lives are ruined. 


►In an effort to get Russian drivers 
to slow down, women took off 
their tops and held up speed-limit 
signs. Reports on how many people 
swerved into trees still spending. 


WE’LL HAND 

IT TO YOU 

►The ad 
of the year 
award goes 
to this 
Chilean PSA, 
which makes 
a strong case 
for hand 
sanitizer. 
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Sex Rights and Wrongs 


THE BIGGEST SETBACKS AND 
SUCCESS FROM AROUNS THE 
WORLD 



Putin Down 
Homosexuals 


Russian president Vladimir 
Putin signed a bill that 
imposes fines on people who 
provide LGBT information to 
minors. In protest, a Facebook 
group photoshopped pics of 
of Putin in drag and suggested 
folks mail him dildos. 



No Glove, No Love 


Mexican company Rubberit 
sells condoms on-line and 
uses the profits to fund sex 
education. 



Mouth Off 

Virginia GOP candidate Ken 
Cuccinelli campaigned to 
reinstate an unconstitutional 
law that makes it a felony to 
have oral or anal sex. 



Schooled, Mate 

When a pastor asked 
Australian prime minister 
Kevin Rudd why he supports 
gay marriage when the bible 
says it's unnatural, Rudd 
responded, "Well, mate, if I 
was going to have that view, 
the Bible also says slavery is a 
natural condition." 




►Former New York congress-man 
and mayoral candidate Anthony 
Weiner made headlines again when he 
admitted to send-ing a woman dick pics 
under the pseudonym Carlos Danger. 
The outcome? The man and the penis 
that launched a thousand jokes lost the 
mayoral race. The silver lining? A Florida 
man teamed up with an Illinois hot dog 
company to sell Carlos Danger Weiners. 


THIS LITTLE PIGGY 

Scientists in the Netherlands treated a 
woman who complained that her left 
foot triggered orgasms. Tests confirmed 
a neurological problem, making it the 
first reported case of "foot orgasm 
syndrome." 































































HOT COMMODITIES 





TYPE 
DIRTY TO 

ME 

► Graphic 

designer 

Alex Metro 

titillates 

with his 

Effing 

Typeface. 



FIT TO PRINT 

►Burlesque queen Dita 
Von Teese modelled the 
world's first 3-D-printed 
dress. Now if only there 
were a way to print a 
fully articulated copy of 
Dita.... 


Good Vibrations 


THE LOWDOWN ON THE LATEST BREAKTHROUGHS IN VIBRATOR TECHNOLOGY 






OUR HEAT INDEX OF THE 
LATEST IN SEX TECH 



Origami Condoms 

Revolutionary: Meet the world's 
first nonrolled silicone condom. 



eBra 

In case of an emergency, the 
eBra can be used as a respiratory 
mask. 



Wet Lube 

Oy vey, Rabbis blessed the first 
kosher lube, then claimed it was 
a mistake. 



Happy Ride 

The vibrating bicycle seat 
cover makes for a stimulating 
commute. 


FUNDAWEAR 

Underpants equipped 
with touch technology 
are controlled by a 
partner's smartphone 


STRONIC ZWEI 

This hands-free 
"pulsator" doesn't 
vibrate; it thrusts 
back and forth. 


THEUMON 

A customizable 
memory allows lovers 
to record and play 
back intensity levels. 


ZEUS AND HERA 

Sensors on the his- 
and-hers vibrators 
communicate online, 
connecting long¬ 
distance lovers 


VIBEASE 

The vibrator syncs with 
your favorite novel or 
your partner's voice. 




Liquid Lapdance 

Lubricated underpants for trips 
to the champagne room. 



J&D's Bacon 
Condom 


Mirim, bacon. For when your 
lover isn't a vegetarian. 





































From the big screen to the flatscreen 
to whatever device was handy, it was a 
banner year for our favourite pastime 

BY STEPHEN REBELLO 

verall, 2013 was a standout year for connoisseurs of screen 
sensuality. Multiplexes got steamy when a bohemian Kristen 
Stewart went topless in On the Road, platinum-grilled drug 
dealer James Franco seduced coeds is Spring Breakers and Jen¬ 
nifer Aniston pole-danced in her skivvies in We're the Millers. An 
all-grown-up Lindsay Lohan drifted naked and numb through 
The Canyons, while Danielle Radcliffe in Kill Your Darlings took to guy-on-guy 
sex like harry Potter took to Quidditch. Meanwhile, cable channels served on 
a silver platter the nakedness of Nicole Kidman and Clive Owen in Hemingway 
& Gellhorn, not to mention that of Matt Damon in the Liberace bio movie 
Behind the Candelabra. Jon Hamm's devilish ad man continued to plow his 
way through the female cast of Mad Men, and Don Cheadle's management 
consultant on House of Lies woke up with a knockout after a night of office 
sex. The younger casts of breakout sensations such as Girls and Orange Is the 
New Black gave their more-established acting colleagues mighty competition 
in the screen-sex Olympics. Let's raise a year-end toast in celebration of who 
did what to whom, sexually speaking, in the movies and on TV. 





MAD MEN 
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With hot wife Jessica 
Pare at home itching to 
engage in French maid 
games, no wonder the 
randy, swaggering ad 
executive played by 
Jon Hamm ranks high 
among TV's most envied 
characters. 
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SPRING BREAKERS 


Would-be college bad girls Vanessa Hudgens and 
Ashley Benson get up to their eyeballs in crime, meth 
and temptation in drug-and-arms-dealing James Franco's 
hot tub. To quote Franco's character, "Look at my shit." 


HOUSE OF LIES 


Taking a time-out from 
backstabbing and double¬ 
dealing, this cable series' nasty 
management consultants are 
always down for some good old- 
fashioned sheet scorching, as 
seductively demonstrated in a girl- 
on-girl interlude between Tiffany 
Tynes and Erika Jordan. 
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NURSE JACK E 


As the cable show's 
incompetent medical 
resident who merrily 
screwed her way up to the 
top, Betty Gilpin plays a 
malpractice suit waiting to 
happen. But her bedside 
manner would have us up 
and at 'em in no time flat. 
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Boozy burned-out airplane pilot Denzel \A 
has no complaints about being grounded, a 
can share a motel-bed romp and a righteou 
sexv. uo-for-anvthina fliaht attendant Nadin 







THE WOLF OF WALL STREET 


THE CANYONS 


In director martin Scorsese's sin- and excess- loaded epic 
based on the rise and fall of a real-life Wall Street hotshot, 
Katarina Cas reduces powerful, uber-rich stockbroker and 
scammer Leonardo DiCaprio to a worship subject. 
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Playing a denizen 
of contemporary 
Hollywood, Lindsay 
Lohan gives a 
cinematic tour of 
her every hill and 
canyon, along with 
a close-up of the 
toll her offscreen 
esca-pades have 
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HEMINGWAY 8 GELLHORN 

it's not just the sun that also rises in HBO's 
torrid and passionate bio starring Clive 
Owen as the red-blooded novelist and Nicole 
Kidman as his fearless, sexually ferocious war- 
correspondent partner in lust. 
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Packed with 
cringe-making sex, 
writer-actress Lena 
Dunham's cable 
smash outdoes 
itself when Skylar 
Astin quits orally 
pleasur-ing Zosia 
Mamet once 
the 21-year-oId- 
confesses her 


BEHIND THE 
CANDELABRA 

Playing the well¬ 
muscled prized 
possession of 
Michael Douglas's 
flamboyant 
Liberace, Matt 
Damon doesn't 
seem to mind letting 
the bejewelled 
piano dervish 
demonstrate his 
legendary fingering 
technique 





TRUE BLOOD 


Studly werewolf Joe Mangamello shows in a 
most intimate way his deep apprecia-tion for the 
time and attention his superfit, superhot personal 
trainer and fellow werewolf Kelly Overton has 
devoted to his long, sweaty workout sessions. 














Jennifer Aniston 
titillates highly 
appreciative male 
viewers and inspires 
44-year-old pole¬ 
dancing strippers 
across the planet 
by working those 
glistening abs, buff 
arms and various other 
seductive assets during 
a Flashdance-esque 
bump and grind. 


Lea Seydoux and 
Adele Exarchopoulos's 
10-minute lovemaking 
scene stunned critics 
and audiences. 


Scarlett 
Johansson's 
stacked, savvy 
Jersey girl 
should rate 
a "dime," 
a perfect 
10, on even 
the fussiest 
guy's scale of 
hotness. But 
churchgoing 
Jersey boy and 
gym addict 
Joseph Gordon- 
Levitt kicks her 
to the curb 
to indulge his 
true addiction: 
internet porn. 
Our diagnosis? 
It's gotta be the 
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Q1 

PLAYBOY: You and Robert Rodriguez co-directed 
Sin City: A Dame to Kill For, based on the Sin 
City comic books you wrote in the early 1990s. 
What's the division of labor between you and 
Rodriguez? 

MILLER: He's the P.T. Barnum, the overall boss 
of the crew and the most energetic force on the 
set. I've often joked with him that if he were Elvis 
Presley, I'd be Bob Dylan, because I like to go off 
alone and work quietly with people. I'm the guy 
actors go to when they need to ask a question 
about the characters. On my comic strips I work 
alone. When I first got involved in filmmaking, 
which I never thought I'd do, my biggest fear was 
working with actors. And it ended up being my 
greatest joy, because I know the backstories of 
all the characters and I finally have somebody to 
-explain them to. 

Q2 

PLAYBOY: Your first two experiences in 
Hollywood, in the early 1990s, weren't very 
happy. Didn't you vow not to work there again 
after writing the screenplays for RoboCop 2 and 
-RoboCop 37 

MILLER: I came back from RoboCop 2 convinced 
that writing a screenplay was the equivalent of 
building a fire hydrant and then having dogs run 
around and piss on it. I swore I'd never touch 
movies again. I don't see how I could function 
in film if I didn't have my comics. If I were one 


of those hungry screenwriters everybody sees in 
Hollywood, starving, begging and compromising 
for work, I'd end up at Musso & Frank's bar with 
a martini, talking about the story I should be 
doing. I think screenplays are essentially stupid. I 
certainly do not regard working in Hollywood as 
a step up from comics, by any means. 

Q3 

PLAYBOY: After swearing off movies, why did 
you help adapt Sin City for Hollywood? 

MILLER: Because Robert Rodriguez said he 
wanted to show me what he would do with Sin 
City The irony here is that I designed Sin City 
so it could not be adapted to film. I wanted to 
show people what comics could do that movies 
couldn't. When Rodriguez showed up, I was 
so ornery. I ignored his first three phone calls. I 
wouldn't even meet him in my home. I met him 
at a Hell's Kitchen bar, and he was the only one 
there with a cowboy hat on who was straight. He 
showed me some rough work he'd done, and it 
was impressive. I thanked him and told him the 
answer was no. He went back to Texas. Then he 
said maybe we could shoot a scene just to see 
what it was like. It's not the sort of offer you turn 
down. So I went to -Texas, where he had built 
a fully functional set, and at one point Marley 
Shelton looked at me with her beautiful big eyes 
and said, "Why did my character hire somebody 
to kill her?" Marley grasped it all and went out 
and gave three times the performance she had 
before. I walked over to Robert, kicked him in the 


shins and said, "I'm in." 

Q4 

PLAYBOY: Why did you have to kick him in the 
shins? 

MILLER: He's a Texan. 

Q5 

PLAYBOY: Jessica Alba, who plays the stripper 
Nancy Callahan in the Sin City films, recently 
said, "Sex is absolutely what helps sell this movie, 
which is fine by me." What role does sex have in 
A Dame to Kill For7 

MILLER: [Laughs] That sounds like Jessica. The 
predominant story is about a man whose lifelong 
obsession with a woman leads him to do horrible 
things. That's a new wrinkle for me. Generally 
the romantic impulse has led my characters to be 
more -noble. There are two primary -impulses in 
people's lives: sex and violence. It's like Hitchcock's 
wonderful quote when he said melodrama was 
reality with all the boring parts taken out. It's not 
possible to tell a good story without conflict, and 
the best forms of conflict are sex and violence. 

I make no apologies for the kind of work I do. 
You'll find plenty of violence and sex in grand 
opera and epic poetry too. 

Q6 

PLAYBOY: When you took over the Batman 
comic for DC in the mid-1980s with the Dark 
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Knight series, you reinvented him as a crabby and 
crazy 55-year-old, a change that still influences 
Hollywood depictions of him. At first you thought 
Batman was too big a character for you to take 
on. What changed your mind? 

MILLER: It started as a thought: Oh my God, I'm 
about to turn 30, and Batman is still 29. This is 
not tolerable. He's got to be older than me. So I 
started thinking about making him as old as his 
legend, and the idea of having him come out of 
retirement came together quickly. 

Q 7 

PLAYBOY: And what about making him crabby . 
and crazy? 

MILLER: Well, you do get crabbier as you get 
older, [laughs] Also, I never believed that a guy 
who tortured people and dressed like Dracula 
was the most pleasant person to have over for 
dinner. 

Q8 

PLAYBOY: There's a consensus that Daredevil 
and Elektra, two movies adapted from comics 
you wrote, were lousy. Do you agree with that 
opinion? 

MILLER: When people come out with movies 
about characters I've worked on, I always hate 
them. I have my own ideas about what the 
characters are like. I mean, I can't watch a 
Batman movie. I've seen pieces of them, but I 
generally think, No, that's not him. And I walk 
out of the theater before it's over. 
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PLAYBOY: Does that include the Christopher 
Nolan Batman movies? 

MILLER: It includes all of them. I'm not 
condemning what he does. I don't even 
understand it, except that he seems to think he 
owns the title Dark Knight, [laughs] He's about 
20 years too late for that. It's been used 


QIO 


PLAYBOY: Nolan's last two Batman movies each 
grossed more than $1 billion worldwide. Does 
any of that money make its way to you? 

MILLER: No. If money's owed me, I wouldn't put 
it on him or any other author. To be sitting here 
whining and mewling and puking about that sort 
of thing...let other people do that. 
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PLAYBOY: Your comic book 300, about the 
Spartan,army and the Battle of Thermopylae in 
the year 480 b.c., was turned into a hit movie 
by director Zack Snyder. Why did you call it 300 
instead of The 3001 

MILLER: I try to get rid of whatever I can. I don't 
call him the Batman. There's -only one guy who 
dresses up like a bat and throws criminals out of 
windows, so I'll just call him Batman. The 300 
sounds like a position of strength; 300 sounds 
like a rather paltry number in a battle. 


kind of car. I remember coming into the worlds 
of Marvel and DC and wanting to shake things 
up because they'd been the same way for so 
long. I wanted to be the bull in the china shop. 
And sometime in the 1970s along came Will 
Eisner with A Contract With God, which showed 
that comic books could have a shelf life and be 
read repeatedly, not just come out and disappear 
in time for next week's cycle. 


childhood in the country. I grew up with 14 acres 
of woods nearby. I didn't always play well with 
others, and I was an unusual kid. I needed a 
lot of time to myself. I had the usual difficulties 
with authority and with being told what to do. I 
hated having to be anywhere at any given time, 
so school was horrible. My grades were pretty 
good until high school, when I discovered girls, 
marijuana and beer. 


Q15 


Q18 


Q12 


PLAYBOY: Through a spokesman, Iranian 
president Mahmoud Ahmadinejad called the film 
"an insult" to Iran, as well as a "fabrication" and 
an act of "cultural and psychological warfare." 
Do you consider it an accomplishment to have 
pissed off -Ahmadinejad? 

MILLER: I'm ready for my fatwa now. [laughs] 

I'm banned from Iran, but believe me, I've made 
much greater sacrifices. What I love is that I 
actually made the Iranian government change 
its historical policy toward Persia. It went from 
despising the empire of Persia to all of a sudden 
loving it, after 300. Persia had been a globe- 
spanning empire, then Muhammad came along 
and changed the mentality and rewrote all the 
histories. Iran's days of empire are 
long gone, and they 
were just looking for 
something to get pissed 
off about. 


PLAYBOY: Early in your career the first thing 
you did to annoy people was to kill off -Elektra, 
a beloved female ninja you created for the 
Daredevil comic. Did you have any hesitation 
about doing that? 

MILLER: Sure. I had the jitters. There were 
death threats: "You killed the woman I love. 

I'm coming after you," that sort of thing. I was 
worried for my girlfriend, so I went to the FBI, 
which explained that because the letters had 
been opened and had no postmarks or proofs of 
postage, they couldn't be considered mail, so I 
was to take the threats and like it. But killing her 
was true to the character and true to the story. 
That's all that matters. 


-szS. 


Q13 


PLAYBOY: More recently you 
angered a lot of people with 
Holy Terror, your 2011 comic 
book about a superhero who 
fights Al -Qaeda. In Wired, a 
writer called it "a screed against 
Islam," and others accused you 
of depicting Islam as a violent 
religion. Do you stand by the 
book? 

MILLER: Yes. Why not? I felt the 
response to 9/11 was tepid, if not disgusting. 

It's almost as though they killed 3,000 of my 
neighbors and we spent the next bunch of years 
apologizing for it. Since superheroes have a 
tradition of fighting fascism, why not do it one 
more time? I don't know where anyone got the 
idea it was anti-lslamic. I used, I believe, three 
Islamic words, which are common Al Qaeda 
usage. I didn't feature their religious services. I 
happen to believe terrorism is a pungent evil, and 
I'm glad we're fighting it. It's incomprehensible 
to me that people apologize for it or pretend it 
never happened. 


PLAYBOY: You skipped college and moved to 
New York when you were 17. What was the city 
like in the late 1970s? 

MILLER: It's kind of like asking George Orwell 
what sort of time he had in Down and Out in 
Paris and London. New York was much more 
dangerous, and people were a lot angrier. I was 
dirt poor. My first rent was $158 a month for 
two small rooms. I played around in the subway, 
rode the back of the trains. I'd go to the top of 
the Empire State Building, before they put those 
big screens up, and draw, which -really informed 
how I drew the city. I had a profound 

belief that things would turn 
around and that comic books 
had yet to have their time. Plus, 
I'd been fired off every other 
job I'd had, like driving a bus 
or being a janitor. I would 
come in and do the worst 
possible job cleaning, then 
sit down and use their 
typewriters to write my 
At stories all night. 
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Q16 


Q14 


PLAYBOY: Has the stigma of being a comic-book 
artist vanished? 

MILLER: I hope not. I hope we never lose it. I've 
always liked being one of the naughty boys. 
People like to refer to comic books as graphic 
novels or sequential storytelling, all kinds of crazy 
words. Graphic novels sounds like we're porn. 

I like the term comic book, because it sounds 
like something you fold up and put in your back 
pocket. I like the goofiness of them. One reason 
I enjoy the Marvel Comics movies is that they're 
fun. A lot of superhero movies are pompous. 

At one point I was watching Superman, and all 
I could do was an impersonation of him saying, 
"Hi, I can fly and you can't." Whereas Captain 
America, the Hulk and Iron Man are a bunch of 
mixed-up crazy kids, just like the readers. 


PLAYBOY: Your work 
is clearly influenced 
by film noir and pulp 
magazines. Do you prefer the 
older ideal of masculinity to the one you see 
represented in culture these days? 

MILLER: I believe there has been a crisis of 
masculinity in modern times, and the 1940s-style 
gentleman needs to make a comeback—the 
sort of man who opens the door for women 
and compliments them and does things for 
them. I believe it's a biological function of men, 
because we tend to be larger than women, to 
be protective of them. If I were to try to zero in, 
comic-book-like, on when masculinity went awry, 
I'd say it was when Rod Stewart sang, "You are 
my lover, you're my best friend," rather than 
allowing there to be two people in his life who 
served two very important functions. 


Q20 


PLAYBOY: You described Holy Terror as 
"propaganda" in the tradition of Thomas Paine 
and predicted it would "offend just about 
everyone." Has offending people been a goal in 
your career? 

MILLER: I've been through periods when 
I wanted to spend my career annoying or 
offending people and other times when I wanted 
to inspire or spin a good yarn or draw a particular 


Q17 


PLAYBOY: Speaking of mixed-up kids, you've 
described yourself as "maladjusted" when you 
were growing up in Vermont. In what ways were 
you maladjusted? 

MILLER: I was maladjusted only in that I didn't 
get along with the rest of the world very well. 

But I was a happy enough kid. I had an idyllic 


PLAYBOY: A lot of Dark Knight readers think you 
love Batman and hate Superman. Any truth to 
that? 

MILLER: The Dark Knight senes is all from 
Batman's point of view. But if you look at Dark 
Knight 2, you'll see a Superman who's much 
calmer than the one in the first Dark Knight. 
Batman and Superman are dead opposites. I love 
Superman. Do I love Batman more? They're not 
people. They're only lines on paper. 
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: W ASIAN BEAUTY 


WHITE HOT 

HEAT 

PHOTOGRAPHY BY OWEN REYES 


When we first saw Asian Beauty Donna Dacara we knew we won't have 
to conceptualize much for her pictorial. True enough, a plain white wall, high- 
key lighting a few pieces of lingerie, and little make up were more than enough 
for a white hot, turn-paging pictorial. 


H ow did we stumble upon 
such a magnificent head- 
turner? "I kind of just 
walked straight to the 
PLAYBOY Philippines office and told the 
talent director, 'I want to be in PLAYBOY 
Philippines'. Sorry if I offended anyone but I 
just wanted to let you know how passionate 
I am towards this. I'm really tactless when it 
comes to the things I like," she remarked. 

"I first got exposed to PLAYBOY as a 
teenager when my childhood neighbor 
showed me one. Not gonna lie, it was 
intriguing and I found it hot. I also liked 
how the photos looked artistic and not 
pornographic. When I became a model, I 
said to myself 'It's PLAYBOY or bust. I'm not 
going to settle for anything less.' Iba kasi 


yung exclusivity pag PLAYBOY. Hindi siya 
pang-masa at para sa kung sino sino iang," 
she explained. 

When asked about her sex life, this 
unrestrained Asian Beauty answered, "I 
love it when men go down on me. But the 
wildest thing I've done is probably car sex. I 
have this way of working off my frustrations 
and stress through sex. I get stressed out, I 
call someone who could help me alleviate 
that stress. It's a win-win for both of us." 

In this pictorial, we get a glimpse of the 
lissome Donna Dacara as she shows off her 
assets. If that knockout butt and devilishly 
naughty looks weren't enough for you, 
maybe you'll see more of her in our future 
issues. In the mean time, consider this a 
bombastic preview of what's to come. □ 
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"I KIND OF JUST WALKED 
STRAIGHT TO THE PLAYBOY 
PHILIPPINES OFFICE AND TOLD 
THE TALENT DIRECTOR, 1 WANT 
TO BE IN PLAYBOY PHILIPPINES'. 
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"I HAVE THIS WAY OF WORKING 
OFF MY FRUSTRATIONS AND 
STRESS THROUGH SEX. I GET 
STRESSED OUT, I CALL SOMEONE 
WHO COULD HELP ME ALLEVIATE 
THAT STRESS. IT'S A WIN-WIN 
FOR BOTH OF US." 
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VLADIMIR PUTIN AND RUSSIAS BIGGEST WEAPONS 
MANUFACTURERS THINK THE FORMER ACTION STAR CAN KICK 
OPEN DOORS TO U.S. RELATIONS. WHAT IF THEY'RE RIGHT? 


BY LUKAS I. ALPERT DOLL CREATED BY ANDY STATTMILLER 


n n an overcast day in the spring of 2013, hundreds of 
screaming schoolchildren and excited factory workers 
surrounded a military helicopter as it touched down amid a 
light drizzle in Kovrov, a major center of Russia's enduring 
defense industry about 150 miles northeast of Moscow. 
Russia's deputy prime minister, Dmitry Rogozin, emerged, followed by 
Igor Kesaev, a billionaire tobacco baron who also owns a large part of the 
city's arms plant. But the real star of the show came next: Steven Seagal. 

Wearing yellow-tinted sunglasses and a backward baseball cap and 
sporting a tar-black goatee, the aging action star looked a far cry from 
the lean, handsome and charismatic martial arts virtuoso who became 
a surprise box-office smash in the 1980s and 1990s. But in Kovrov, a 
moldering industrial city that rarely sees such visitors, residents received the 
Out for Justice actor as if he were a conquering hero. 

Seagal's tour started in the museum at the V.A. Degtyarev Plant, a factory 
founded in 1916 that produces machine guns, rocket launchers, antitank 
missiles and even lawn mowers. After viewing a demonstration of heavy 
weaponry, Seagal spent an hour on the company's firing range, testing 
automatic weapons and sniper rifles. Afterward, martial arts students put 
on an enthusiastic display for him at a local gymnasium, chanting "Steven! 
Steven! Steven!" until the seventh-dan aikido black belt stepped onto the 
mat and showed them some moves. 

The point of the trip was announced at a press conference hours later: 
The deputy prime minister wanted Seagal to become the public face of the 
factory for an international advertising campaign aimed at expanding sales 
in the West. 

"They have amazing weapons here," Seagal told reporters. "I trust 
Kesaev and Rogozin like my brothers. Whatever they put in my hands, I will 


advertise." 

Rogozin discussed his hope that Seagal's star power would help put the 
factory back on its feet. Russia's massive military-industrial complex has 
struggled since the fall of the Soviet Union more than 20 years ago. Prior to 
that, during the peak of Cold War paranoia, large-scale arms plants were 
built across the country to supply armies in case of a major ground war with 
the West. But since the end of the Communist-run state, many have had 
trouble adjusting to the shift in military strategies and economic realities. 

This wouldn't be the only time Russia's arms industry asked Seagal 
for help. In October 2013 he visited Moscow for Russia's annual Arms 
& Hunting exhibition to announce he was lending his name to a new 
sniper rifle in development by a company called Orsis, where Rogozin's 
son, Alexey, is deputy director. The company claimed the actor would 
be designing a large-caliber ergonomic rifle called the "Orsis by Steven 
Seagal." He filmed a series of 15-second action-film-themed television 
spots for the company and claimed to be a lifelong sharpshooter with a 
personal record of 2,600 meters. 

"My goal is to be able to do consistent and accurate shots at 3,000 
meters," he said. "I am waiting until this weapon is done to try that." 

But Russia is relying on Seagal for more than promotional appearances. 

In March 2013 Rogozin—whose portfolio includes overseeing Russia's 
defense industry—announced at a Moscow press conference that Seagal 
had agreed to use his clout in U.S. political circles to help overturn an 
18-year ban on the sale of most Russian weapons in America. Addressing 
Seagal in the Cabinet building, the deputy prime minister told the action 
star, "Your connections within the American establishment could help 
resolve this issue." 
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This is how Seagal rolls nowadays. A has-been 
in Hollywood, the former star has carved out a 
second life in martial-arts-loving Russia, where 
the international-man-of--mystery persona he 
cultivates on and off the screen seems to be 
taken at face value. Seagal visits several times 
a year and has traveled widely in the country. 

In April he celebrated his 62nd birthday in 
Moscow, telling friends he considers Russia his 
"second home." But the love doesn't come 
just from film fans. Seagal's stardom has led 
him to relationships with some of the country's 
wealthiest and most influential people, including 
the most powerful man of all: Vladimir Putin. 

With a shared love of martial arts—Putin is 
a black belt in judo and tae kwon do—the two 
often dine and take in matches together. Seagal 
joined the Russian president at the opening of a 
school in southern Moscow that teaches sambo, 
a martial art combining judo and wrestling that 
was created in the 1920s for Red Army soldiers. 
At one point the six-foot-four Seagal played 
bodyguard for the much shorter Putin when a 
mob of students gathered. The 
event received blanket coverage 
on state-run news programs, 
leading to a well-known internet 
meme of a smiling Putin standing 
in front of Seagal with a rose 
photoshopped into his mouth. 

"The first time I went to 
[Putin's] home, I walked in and 
saw a life-size statue of Kano 
Jiguro, who is the founder 
of judo. I was immediately 
impressed and wanted to 
get to know this man deeper 
and deeper," Seagal said last 
November in an interview with 
RT, the Kremlin's 24-hour English- 
language propaganda channel. 

Pressed on how close they 
really are, Seagal described 
the Russian president as a 
Churchillian character who has 
been unfairly maligned in the 
West. 

"I know him well enough 
to know that he is one of the 
greatest world leaders, if not 
the greatest world leader alive 
today," he said. 

Seagal's relationship with 
Russia has not gone unnoticed in the U.S. In June 
2013 the action star surprised reporters when he 
appeared at a Moscow press conference with a 
group of visiting U.S. members of Congress, who 
credited Seagal with helping arrange high-level 
meetings with Russian security officials during a 
fact-finding tour following the Boston Marathon 
bombing. 

Representative Dana Rohrabacher, a California 
Republican and close friend of Seagal's who was 
among the group, says the meetings would never 
have occurred without the actor's help. 

"Steven played a really very significant role 
in the success of that congressional delegation 
visit to Russia," Rohrabacher tells me. "Usually 
when you go over with congressional delegations 
you're meeting people who are going through 
the motions of meeting you and repeating what 
the government policy is, almost verbatim. And 
the meetings in Russia over the years have been 
particularly boring. They always end up after an 
hour and a half of basically not inching forward, 
or with no progress in terms of substance or 


policy, with too much vodka, and everyone walks 
away soused but having accomplished nothing." 

Among those present at a key dinner meeting 
was Rogozin. The brash 50-year-old nationalist is 
known for his outspoken anti-Western rhetoric. 
He was among the first Kremlin officials to be 
hit with international sanctions earlier this year 
following Russia's annexation of Crimea, the 
breakaway Ukrainian region. 

"We had a great dinner, and this man 
isn't known for being pro-American," says 
Rohrabacher. "He is known to be a very tough 
guy, and he was opening up to us. We had a 
wonderful discussion about areas that America 
and Russia could cooperate in. I think that had 
everything to do with Steven Seagal." 

Rohrabacher likens Seagal—a fellow 
Republican—to another well-known actor. 

"You know, I used to work for an actor. His 
name was Ronald Reagan, and he made a lot 
of difference, but there were people in the 
press who constantly tried to put him down 
and disparage him with the idea that, 'Oh, he's 
just an actor.' Well, acting is a noble profession. 


Steven has used his prestige to do good things 
for the cause of peace and to bring cooperation 
between the United States and Russia, and I 
think that's wonderful," says Rohrabacher. 

Seagal has said he was asked to set up 
meetings between Russian officials and the U.S. 
congressional delegation last year only because 
Rohrabacher was aware of Seagal's links to 
Russia. 

"Dana and I have been friends for a long time, 
and he knew of my relationship with Russia. He 
knows that I go back in Russia a long time and 
that I have a lot of friends here, some of whom 
are very powerful and influential. But he also 
believes that I have insight into the culture, into 
the heart of Russia and into the people who 
are running the country in some ways," Seagal 
said in the November interview with RT. "Dana 
knew that I knew the right people in Russia, and 
he knew that I would get them to tell him the 
truth." 

But that was before the overthrow of the 
government in Russia's neighbor Ukraine earlier 


this year, which led to the worst standoff 
between Moscow and the West since the Cold 
War. Moscow's annexation of Crimea and the 
surging pro-Russian separatist movement in 
eastern Ukraine—which Russia has been blamed 
for instigating—have led to economic sanctions 
from the West against a number of Kremlin 
officials and others close to Putin. The situation 
caused Seagal to double down, calling President 
Obama's policy in Ukraine "idiotic" and accusing 
the American media of one-sided reporting and 
U.S. citizens of knowing "very little about the 
situation in the Ukraine." 

"Their opinion is formed by what they see on 
TV, especially on CNN, which is a mirror image of 
what the Obama administration wants to show 
people," he told the official state newspaper 
Rossiyskaya Gazeta in March. "I see American 
TV constantly criticizing Putin, using speculation 
and manipulation. I was horrified recently when 
one of my friends called and said, 'Steven, what's 
going on? Why is your friend Putin doing this? Is 
he crazy?' I had to explain that wasn't true and 
you can't believe what you see on TV. It's just 
cynical propaganda." 

Ultimately, Seagal said, he 
wants to see the two world 
powers become "brothers 
and best friends": "That is my 
mission in life—to get better 
relations between Russia and 
America and keep them good." 


It's easy to dismiss Steven 
Seagal as being entirely full 
of shit. At various points 
in his life he has reportedly 
claimed to have helped the 
CIA while living in Japan, to 
be a reincarnated 17th century 
Buddhist monk, to have 
secretly worked as a police 
officer during the entirety of 
his movie career and to be a 
champion marksman. There 
are also claims that major 
auction houses call on him to 
authenticate samurai swords, 
as he is one of the world's 
foremost experts. He has 
variously said he is of Italian, 
Russian and even Mongolian 
descent (he's actually half 
Irish and half Jewish, with grandparents hailing 
from Russia) and is also an avowed Buddhist 
who has given public lectures on compassion, 
despite being a huge fan of guns and a staunch 
proponent of efforts to secure U.S. borders 
against illegal immigrants. 

In recent years Seagal has worked closely with 
Joe Arpaio, America's self-proclaimed "toughest 
sheriff," to train posses of armed volunteers to 
patrol the Arizona-Mexico border. Seagal filmed 
the last season of his reality show, Steven Seagal: 
Lawman, in the county where Arpaio is sheriff 
and moved from Hollywood to Scottsdale, where 
he was quoted earlier this year saying he was 
considering running for Arizona governor. 

"I think most action stars like to be seen as 
somewhat of an enigma," said a person close to 
Seagal. "But it's not like he's Mr. Secretive who 
no one can ever find out anything about." 

Seagal did not respond to numerous requests 
for an interview for this article, but people in his 
camp downplay the importance of his activities 
in Russia. 


"THEM HfcUE 
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"I don't think he's trying to be an 
-ambassador—maybe a person trying to just help 
some people get together and talk. He wouldn't 
view himself as an ambassador. I think he has a 
realistic view of the role of a private citizen," says 
Kenin Spivak, his personal manager until earlier 
this year. 

Seagal claims he simply has a spiritual 
connection to Russia and doesn't understand 
why anyone would have a problem with that. 

"I am popular in Russia, and there are people 
who are jealous of that and resent that," he told 
Moscow's TV Rain last year. "I love Russia, and 
some people love Africa, and some people like 
Mexico, and some people love the color purple. 

I am not ashamed to say that there are places in 
the world that I love. I love Japan. Should I be 
ashamed of that? Are there people who say I 
come to Japan because I want something? That's 
just simply idiotic. Who would say that? Only 
idiots." 

Despite the altruistic talk, Seagal's actual 
interest in Russia appears primarily to be about 
money. For several years Seagal has banked on 
financing from Russian backers 
for his various film projects. 

Seagal actually still makes 
movies—lots of them. Since his 
last major box-office release, 

2002's Half Past Dead—a 
flop co-starring rapper Ja 
Rule that features Seagal as a 
Russian car thief named Sascha 
Petrosevitch—he has churned 
out an impressive 23 films. 

Almost all have gone direct to 
video. He is no longer able to 
perform the slick martial arts 
moves of his youth and often 
relies on quick edits to disguise 
his declining gracefulness. But 
these low-budget B movies 
remain profitable because 
Seagal still has fans in Eastern 
Europe and Asia. 

"I remember being at the 
American Film Market in Los 
Angeles in the 1990s, and 
people were standing in line 
just to read the synopsis of his 
future film. They were ready 
to pay the money just to be 
co-producers. That still works 
here," says Eugene Zykov, a 
veteran Russian film producer and historian. 
"They come, and people with money say, 'Steven 
Seagal, can we do something with you?' Many 
people who have money know that Steven 
Seagal still makes good money on distribution 
worldwide." 

For years Seagal has been looking for backers 
for a biopic of 13th century Mongol leader 
Genghis Khan or for a Robin Hood-style film 
featuring one of a number of Russian historical 
figures, or even a third chapter of Under Siege, 
his most successful film. During his recent trips 
to Russia, Seagal often said he was in town "on 
business" but declined to elaborate. His former 
manager, however, confirms the main purpose of 
the trips is to raise money. 

Some of his more recent films have Russian- 
themed plots or feature Seagal playing a Russian 
character. In 2009's Driven to Kill, he plays 
Ruslan, a Russian ex-mobster who gets back 
into the business to avenge his family after his 
enemies attack them. In much of the film he 
speaks English with a vaguely Eastern European 


accent, but in some scenes he attempts to speak 
Russian, only to switch back to English after 
a few words. The following year he starred as 
a DEA agent battling Russian drug dealers in 
Born to Raise Hell. The movie was filmed on 
location in Bucharest—a popular spot nowadays 
for low-budget action -movies—as were his 
upcoming films A Good Man and The Mercenary: 
Absolution. 

Like many things about Seagal, the identity of 
his backers is a mystery. He does, however, count 
quite a few very wealthy Russians as friends. 

Igor Kesaev, the tycoon who owns the 
Russian gun plant Seagal visited last spring, is 
worth roughly $4 billion according to Forbes, 
making him one of the 50 wealthiest people in 
Russia. Kesaev, a blue-eyed 48-year-old, bears a 
striking resemblance to Daniel Craig. Through 
his conglomerate he imports Bentley sedans 
and luxury goods from Armani and Tiffany into 
Russia, operates a publicly traded supermarket 
chain and has vast holdings in real estate, 
including Moscow's Mercury City Tower, the 
tallest building in Europe. But his real money 


comes from tobacco. His Megapolis Group 
controls 70 percent of tobacco distribution in 
Russia, which is the second-largest consumer of 
cigarettes in the world, after China. In December 
Megapolis sold 20 percent stakes to both Philip 
Morris International and Japan Tobacco Inc. for a 
combined $1.5 billion. Kesaev also reportedly has 
close ties to Russia's security apparatus. 

Through a spokesperson, Kesaev declined to 
discuss his relationship with the American actor. 

Then there is Dmitry Itskov, an eccentric 
entrepreneur behind something called the 
2045 Initiative. The effort is described on its 
website as a cyber-New Age project to bring 
together the world's top experts on robotics 
and nanotechnology "to create technologies 
enabling the transfer of an individual's personality 
to a more advanced nonbiological carrier, 
and extending life, including to the point of 
immortality." Basically James Cameron's Avatar 
come to life. 

In 2011 Seagal came out in support of Itskov's 
plan, writing to Putin asking him to back the 


initiative. 

"This would probably be the most amazing 
breakthrough in science in the history of 
mankind. In many ways this would almost be a 
kind of paradise on earth. For me, as a Buddhist, 
this is one of the greatest things the world 
has ever seen. I am proud to be a part of this 
movement," he wrote. 

Itskov also declined to talk about Seagal. 

The most controversial of Seagal's relationships 
is his friendship with Chechen strongman 
Ramzan Kadyrov. The former militant leader, 
who later helped the Kremlin pacify the region 
after a series of ugly wars between the Russian 
army and Islamic separatists, is a huge Seagal fan 
and hosted the action star in the region's capital 
city of Grozny at least twice in 2013. On one 
occasion, footage of Seagal performing a painful- 
to-watch rendition of the lezginka, a sharp- 
moved dance popular in the Caucasus region, 
became national news. 

Burly, goateed and often wearing a tracksuit, 
the baby-faced Kadyrov looks like an American 
frat boy but has long been accused by human 
rights groups of being a vicious 
despot whose paramilitary forces 
subjugate the region through 
torture, rape, home burning and 
murder. The 37-year-old -Kadyrov 
denies all this and has taken 
to inviting celebrities to visit 
Grozny under the pretense that 
he wants the world to see how 
he turned the city from a war- 
shattered ruin into a gleaming 
urban oasis. Activists have 
roundly criticized those who have 
accepted Kadyrov's invitations. In 
2011 Academy Award-winning 
actress Hilary Swank fired her 
manager after she came under 
fire for appearing at a lavish 
party, ostensibly celebrating 
Grozny City Day, which happened 
to coincide with Kadyrov's 35th 
birthday. Embarrassed, Swank 
said she was unaware of the 
accusations against him and gave 
her appearance fee to charity. But 
Kadyrov seems to have a special 
place in his heart for Seagal, once 
saying the action star had a soul 
that was "almost Chechen." 

"He called him 'almost 
Chechen' because Seagal represents—not just 
in his movies but in life—a positive, heroic and 
courageous person," Kadyrov spokesman Alvi 
Karimov explains. "His stance toward life, his 
traits of character, represent the values that 
Chechen parents want in their children. He's not 
saying to copy Seagal but to believe in things like 
honesty, pride, courage, belief in the fatherland 
and readiness to serve the fatherland." 

Seagal, for his part, is unapologetic about his 
friendship with Kadyrov. 

"I have said this over and over and over and 
over again: If he gets indicted, if someone makes 
legal and official charges against him, I want to 
know about it right away," Seagal told RT. "Is 
Ramzan Kadyrov a war criminal? Is he really? If 
he is, show me something that rises above wild 
conjecture and speculation, okay? Show me 
something that is proof that he really committed 
war crimes or did anything that is criminal." 


Understanding why Seagal has received such 
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a rapturous embrace in Russia is simple: Russians 
love action movies. 

"Guys like Seagal, Jackie Chan and Bruce 
Lee are like half my business, maybe even more 
than half," says Sergei, a DVD seller at Moscow's 
sprawling Gorbushkin Dvor electronics market. 

Flipping through his catalog of Seagal films— 
which is nearly all of them—Sergei explains that 
Russians, particularly men, tend to have simple 
cinematic tastes and that actors like Seagal speak 
to something elemental in the Russian soul. He 
also says action films are the easiest to dub into 
Russian. 

"These are the most popular stars out there. 
Russians can't get enough of these guys," he 
says. 

Eugene Zykov, the film producer, says Russia's 
fascination with martial arts films dates back to 
the 1970s, when Bruce Lee's movies began to 
filter into the Soviet Union. 

"When we saw it, youngsters, people my age, 
about 20, 25, we got crazy. We started to break 
the fences. There were lots of telephone booths 
where the glass was smashed by crazy guys who 
wanted to test how successful they were," he 
says. 

As the obsession spread, 

Soviet authorities grew nervous 
and banned the practice of 
many martial arts for several 
years. 

"The people of Brezhnev's 
time, at the top of society, 
were afraid of us, you know. 

They suddenly understood 
that hundreds of thousands 
of youngsters had started to 
become Eastern-oriented and 
were more interested in martial 
arts instead of Communism," 

Zykov says. 

But the ban only drove martial 
arts underground and made 
them more popular. Zykov, who 
is 63, says that planted the seed 
for people of his generation— 
including Putin, who is 61—to 
nourish a lifelong love of martial 
arts films and film stars. 

"They looked like the masters 
of your society, a master of the 
world, so that is why Russians 
take them as idols," he explains 
to me. "American society will 
never understand how people 
here are still enthusiastic about what was banned 
a generation ago. But we are still very much 
enthused by guys like Jean-Claude Van Damme 
or Steven Seagal because they are professional. 
These people are still idols, and I think that's 
okay. We respect professionals." 

That cycle repeated with the younger 
generation, when films including Seagal's 
and Van Damme's were among the first big 
Hollywood blockbusters to sweep through 
Russia as the Soviet Union crumbled and foreign 
films began to be widely shown. To this day, 
dubbed versions of films such as Hard to Kill 
and Universal Soldier are regularly shown on 
television. 

"They are treated like kings here, like sheiks. 
People believe they are not only wealthy but that 
they can change the world," Zykov says. "That is 
why they come here." 

Accordingly, Seagal is not the only foreign 
star to find continued adulation in Russia. Van 
Damme was once a regular visitor to Russia 


and often showed up at Putin's side at mixed 
martial arts matches. The Muscles From Brussels 
made more than one trip to Chechnya to see 
Kadyrov and was at the Grozny City Day event 
that landed -Hilary Swank in hot water with 
rights groups. (Van Damme was also criticized for 
attending the party, but instead of apologizing he 
returned to Chechnya a month later to dine with 
Kadyrov.) 

Last year, French actor Gerard Depardieu 
made headlines when, amid a bitter tax fight 
with the French government, he was granted 
Russian citizenship by Putin. The Academy 
Award nominee claimed he had been forced to 
give up his native country after the government 
proposed a top income-tax rate of 75 percent on 
high-wealth residents like himself. Russia, which 
has a flat income tax of 13 percent, was much 
more appealing. Pilloried in the French media, 
Depardieu remained defiant, saying his heart 
belonged to Moscow. 

"I adore your country, Russia, your people, 
your history and your writers. I like to make films 
here," he wrote in a letter to a Russian television 
station shortly after receiving his citizenship. "I 


love your culture, your intelligence. My father 
was a Communist. This is also part of my 
culture." 

Seagal has said he fully understands why 
Depardieu turned his back on France, but when 
asked if he would ever consider becoming a 
Russian citizen as the French actor had, Seagal 
was noncommittal. 

"I have no intention of giving up my U.S. 
citizenship, because I love my country and 
I believe in it. I have nothing against taking 
Russian citizenship. Maybe it'll happen someday, 
he said. 


For more than 25 years Seagal has peddled 
myths about himself that are sometimes hard to 
separate from reality. But while most people in 
the U.S. stopped buying into his shifting world 
of CIA black ops, firearms, Buddhist spiritualism 
and two-fisted justice sometime around 1996, in 
Russia his legend lives on. 


Seagal's penchant for guns is well-known—he 
has spoken in support of Second Amendment 
rights for many years—and his friendship with 
government officials in both Russia and the 
United States seems legit. Still, it's unlikely Seagal 
has enough sway in Washington to change the 
Russian arms ban he was asked to help lift. 

The 1996 gun ban is a protectionist 
measure created to keep millions of weapons 
manufactured in the former Soviet Union— 
including the famed Kalashnikov rifle—from 
flooding the American market. The agreement 
allows about 100 types of Russian-made 
weapons to be exported to the U.S. Most are 
antiques, though the list includes the Saiga, a 
modified version of the Kalashnikov. 

Unlike laws passed in Congress, the pact was 
hammered out between the U.S. Department 
of State and Russia's defense ministry. It can be 
rescinded at any time, but Walker English, sales 
director of Arsenal Inc., a Las Vegas-based gun 
manufacturer that specializes in sporting rifles, 
says he could not imagine U.S. gun makers 
standing by and allowing it. "I also highly doubt 
that -Steven Seagal has any sway with the U.S. 

State Department—at least the 
current U.S. State Department— 
seeing that Steven Seagal is 
extremely conservative and John 
Kerry is not," says English. 

To explain why he thinks 
Russia turned to him for help 
in amending a long-standing 
agreement that few seem to 
have any interest in changing, 
Seagal has pointed to things 
that lie on both the mythical and 
factual sides of his life story. 

"Well, I'm also a police officer, 
and I know a lot of important 
people in the government 
structure and people high up in 
the military and so on and so 
forth, so I think that was a pretty 
logical assumption for them," 
he told Russia's TV Rain last year. 

Still, Seagal said he wouldn't 
commit to throwing his weight 
behind anything until he 
saw exactly what was being 
proposed. And since the middle 
of last year, public discussion of 
the effort has gone quiet. 

Representative Rohrabacher 
says the actor has never talked 
to him about it. And Rogozin, the sanctioned 
Kremlin official who paraded Seagal around 
Russia's arms plants last year, has steadfastly 
declined to discuss the issue further, calling it "a 
matter of national security." 

After Crimea, it seems less likely Seagal 
would be able to change anything, but that was 
probably never the point. His involvement was 
more likely intended to drum up publicity for 
companies owned by his friends. 

Most stars concerned about their image would 
be inclined to keep Russia at arm's length right 
now, given the hostile political climate. But 
Seagal has nothing to lose, and he knows it. He's 
aware he's no longer a player in Hollywood, and 
Russia serves his purposes in many ways. For 
Seagal, who has been married four times and 
has seven children, the calculation is simple: It's 
a living. 

"In having to feed my kids and survive, I will 
do business wherever I go in the world," he said. 

a 
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T he shack was silent except for the hum and flicker of the neon sign that lured delirious 

drivers off the highway. I was next to the till inside the Dino Hut, fighting with a can of fruit 
cocktail and working up a sweat, when I decided to go outside and smoke a joint. My only 
customer in three days had just left angry. He'd paid the $5 admission to see the velociraptor, 
which apparently left him too underwhelmed to spring for the Dino Bites, our repackaged 
turkey jerky that pushed the profit train. The raptor came from a McDonald's Jurassic Park promotion in 
1993 and looked realistic from a distance. 

The morning sun was full and dripping in the sky like a canned pear packed in syrup—all sloshing 
around. The two-lane strip that connected Brigham City to the myriad bays of the northern Salt Lake 
was dry and cracked. I leaned against the front of the shack and took a long drag, listening to the 
warble of the telephone wires shaking in the wind. I'd come to live with Tommy Pitts, my father-in-law, 
two months ago in an effort to get my head on straight. He'd purchased the property—six acres of dry 
and yellowed farmland close enough to taste the pucker of the Great Salt Lake—a few years prior off 
an old-timer who'd been taken to the cleaners by one of those over-the-phone scams. The agreement 
was room and board in exchange for running his tourist trap. 

An old pickup rumbled down the road, hauling a large metal box behind it. It turned onto the 
road that led to the Pitts household next door, stopping in front to unhitch. Oliver Cromwell, Tommy's 
chocolate Lab named for a long-shot Thoroughbred that had once won him six figures, darted across 
the field, barking at the truck. The load it carried was the size of a U-Haul that you'd use to move into a 
two-bedroom town house. Oliver barked and barked, making quick laps around the box, and I whistled 
for him and he came running. Up in the sky, a plane owned by the Mormon Church specifically used to 
skywrite scripture whizzed by, spelling out the spirit and the body shall be reunited again in its perfect form in 
-paper-white exhaust. Oliver and I headed for the house. 

Inside, Tommy was hunched over the kitchen counter, watching tennis on one of those eight-inch 
portable TVs. It was eight a.m. and he filled two highballs with Sailor Jerry and pineapple juice. He 
unscrewed a bottle of sloe gin and gave each glass a splash and then handed one over. Sunlight bent in 
through the kitchen window. Tommy had charred a slab of bacon. He looked like he hadn't slept, and 
judging from the yelling I'd heard the night before, it was safe to say he hadn't. Sloe gin drained down 
the highball. 

"Breakfast is ruined," he said. Smoke came from the skillet and Tommy sat down beside me. 

"You're riding solo on that one." 

"You're back on the sauce," I said. 

"Fall off one wagon and you fall off them all," he said. "I believe it was Gandhi who said that." 
Jerusha's cowboy hat, the one with the imitation turquoise lodged in the center, was missing from 
the hook by the fridge. Tommy lit a menthol and tried to play it cool. "She has rented a room at the 
Tabernacle Inn," he said. "Indefinitely." 

"Nice facilities." 

"Oh," he said, "the best." 

The dog made tight circles next to the oven and whined. Tommy stood up and tossed him a rock of 
bacon. I took a drink. "Mind if I ask what it was?" 

Tommy sighed and adjusted the rabbit ears of the set. "I found my way into a hot tip about 
the Alabama-Rice game. Had it on good authority that Bama's QB was in the middle of a spiritual 
awakening and couldn't complete a pass to Jesus Christ." 

"Rice won that game," I said. "The payout must have been big." 

"Old Testament big," Tommy said. "That's the issue. I think Jerusha would've been happier if I lost. 
Can you imagine? Looks like it'll just be us boys for a while." The dog sat on his stomach and gnawed 
on the bacon. The television fuzzed and cracked through the tennis match, and Tommy watched. He 
took a long swig. 

"So," I said, "there's a metal box out front. Big one. Looks like it could hold a pack of horses." 

"The box—yeah, the box. That's something worth talking about. Why don't we go and rustle up 
some -breakfast?" 

The phone rang and Tommy answered it. I imagine it was Sheila, as Tommy had a certain way of 
speaking to his daughter. He left the room. It had been six months since I had been unfaithful to Sheila 
with the dishy woman who did our taxes and wore too much perfume. I went in for a consultation 
and she told me that an audit wouldn't be out of the question, given the shady state of the numbers, 
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and things went hazy. I asked her out and she 
said okay, fine, but if your marriage goes up on 
account of this, don't think you're staying with 
me. Sheila found out when I came home smelling 
like copy paper and rosewater and told me that 
I was no longer welcome around the house. She 
liked what Utah had done for Tommy and thought 
that maybe I could sober up spiritually if I joined 
him. 

Tommy walked back into the kitchen and 
stubbed his cigarette. "Let's head into town," he 
said. "Moroni's Strumpet has a brunch buffet that 
hasn't killed me yet." 

"Did Sheila want a word with me?" 

"I hope Sapphire is working today." 

"Damn it, Tom, did she ask about me? I'm 
going to call her." 

"You know she spooks easy," he said. "I'd 
hold off on that. Let's go for a ride." 

We got our stuff together and walked 
through the house. In the living room were the 
taxidermied heads of animals Tommy said he had 
killed through the years—an eight-point buck, a 
gorilla, a white rhino. They hung on the walls next 
to the TV and stared. Outside, Oliver Cromwell 
rushed back to the box and gave it another round 
of sniffs. 

"This box is going to turn a couple of things 
in my favor," Tommy said. "Sure as hell going to 
allow me to cut my losses on that old junk shack 
you've been running." 

"What's in it?" 

"Can't tell you yet," he said. "Gotta get a few 
things lined up first." 

"I think I'm going to stick around," I said. 
"Man the Hut for a little." 

Tommy got into his car and wished me luck. 
The jagged ridges in the distance cut a long and 
messy shadow across the plains. 

I didn't meet Tommy Pitts until three years 
after Sheila and I got hitched. On our wedding 
day, she had an old college professor give her 
away and she told me he was her father. I shook 
his hand and offered to buy him a drink. The real 
Tommy Pitts, I found out, was slinking around the 
Midwest. He made sports bets with the kind of 
clarity with which a heart surgeon might dissect 
a frog. He made a killing by betting on the Red 
Sox to win the 2004 ALCS after going down three 
games to zip and started living the high life. Sheila 
was through and cut off all contact. Up until 


recently, Tommy had been clean and bet-free for 
four solid years, and Jerusha kept him honest. 

Oliver Cromwell and I walked back through 
the house, and I took another beer. I settled out 
on the back patio and dropped a few splashes of 
Bud -into -Oliver's water dish. He slurped away 
as the sun shot lightning bolts of heat across the 
open field. I took my phone and I dialed. Sheila 
picked up. 

"Hello, Miss," I said. "I'm calling on behalf of 
the Dino Hut. It's about a few unpaid visits to the 
velociraptor." 

"I haven't a clue what you mean, sir. I'll have 
you know I am very close friends with the owner 
of your establishment. We go back three decades. 

I could have you fired." 

"It's good to hear your voice." 

"Go and 
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fetch Tommy Pitts," she said. "He'll straighten 
you out." 

"Cut it out for a sec, Sheila." 

She sighed into the receiver. "You sound so 
spry," she said. "You sound 10 years younger." 

"It's all this fresh salty air. I'm becoming a new 
man." 

"Sounds like an improvement." 

A group of northern harriers sliced up and 
across the horizon, making a large and messy 
net through the sky on their way to the water. "I 
wanted to tell you," I said, "I've been thinking 
about coming home for the Fourth of July. I'd like 
to spend it out there, with you." 

"The Fourth of July? When have we ever cared 
about that?" 

"It was a thought," I said. 

"There aren't any kids, Max. There aren't any 


karate demonstrations or PTA meetings you can 
use as fake-ass reasons to come back." 

"Well, I'd like to come back all the same." 

She sighed into the receiver again. -Longer this 
time. "I need more time. I've got some emotional 
unpacking left to do. I think this time apart is 
helping us." 

"Can we get a time frame here? A ballpark?" 

"I've got to go," Sheila said. "Take care of 
yourself, Max." 

I capped the Budweiser and tossed the bottle 
out into the brush. Up above, the Mormon plane 
was at it again, this time circling around to spell 

FOR, BEHOLD, I HAVE REFINED THEE, I HAVE CHOSEN THEE IN THE 
FURNACE OF AFFLICTION. 

Things got fishy after I went through the 
house for a fresh brew and came out to the front 
yard with Oliver Cromwell on my tail. There was 
that box, big and metal as ever, only the door in 
the front was swung wide open. I found a Maglite 
and went through the door. The place stank in 
a way I couldn't have imagined. There was a cot 
and a nightstand in one corner and a punching 
bag in the other. I took a step and heard the 
tinning of empty aluminum and brought the light 
to the ground. Dozens of empty cans of Red Bull. 

I went across to the bed, and on the nightstand 
was an issue of -playboy from the 1980s with Kim 
Basinger on the cover, along with a copy of The 
Heart of the Matter by Graham Greene. I took the 
paperback into my hands. I heard heavy breathing 
coming from behind me. I turned around. 

Now, I'll be pretty quick with the particulars 
here. What was standing in front of me was, 
without question, half man and half bull. The bull 
half was the head and the neck, with the human 
half being almost everything else. The penis 
seemed to be somewhere in between, because it 
was there and it was big. "That's my stuff," the 
bull said. 

"Shit," I said. "I didn't—I mean, the door was 
open. This box was here. I wasn't trying to steal 
your book." 

"Don't worry about it," the bull said, 
-motioning to the paperback. "You ever read 
that?" 

"My wife and I read it for a book club once," I 
said. "I didn't get far." 

"Kinda preachy," the bull said. "Not bad 
overall. You got a cigarette?" 

I patted my empty shirt pocket and shrugged. 




"For the best." 

The bull stuck out his giant hand. We shook. 
He told me that his name was Rocky Molatova and 
that he had been minding his business in the outer 
forest of a cranberry bog in west Jersey when he 
was tased to hell and thrown into that box. 

I asked, "So who was it that stuffed you in the 
box?" 

"They didn't bother to introduce themselves," 
Rocky said. 

"Wonder why they decided to drop you off 
here." 

"That's another question," Rocky said. "Where 
exactly is 'here'?" 

"Northern Utah," I said. "Just off the lake." 

"Christ," he said. "Mormon?" 

I shook my head. 

"Thank God," he said. "I don't go in for any 
of that magic hat shit." 

Rocky and I stepped out of the box and into 
the sunlight. Rocky's tail swept back and forth 
across the caked dirt, and the long, black horns 
attached to his bull head reflected light like a 
mirror. 

"Sounds like you might be out here awhile," 
Rocky said. 

"What do you mean?" 

"Well, based on that phone call I heard. That 
was you, right? On the phone out back? Well, 
based on that, it sounds like you're -going through 
a bit of a domestic spat." 

"Hell," I said. "Once you've seen a nosy 
Minotaur, I believe you can safely say that you've 
seen it all." 

"Not being nosy," Rocky said. "You're a loud 
talker." 

"I am not necessarily out here in the Beehive 
State by choice, no." 

"So your little lady kicked you to the curb." 

"I'm out here with my father-in-law," I said. 
"Operating a couple of business ventures." 

"Now that's what I'm talking about, brother! 
Capitalism at its finest!" 

I asked Rocky if he'd like a beer and he said 
hell yeah. I fetched a few from inside, and when 
I came out he was sitting on the dried-out soil 
with Oliver Cromwell plopped beside him. We 
got to drinking as the sun shifted through the sky 
and our shadows stretched wide across the earth. 
After we had nearly polished off a 24-pack, Rocky 
started going on about his life. About how he 


managed to rise up from the swamp of his youth 
to eke out a living on the fringe. He told me the 
real reason he'd been locked up had to do with his 
befriending a lonely woman who ran a roller rink. 
She wasn't afraid of him, and he would sneak in at 
night. They would skate together in the dimmed 
light, the only sound coming from their wheels 
and the Street Fighter II machine grunting in the 
corner. Then one night as they sat back listening 
to Bon Jovi over the PA system, a janitor came in 
and called the cops. Everybody showed up and 
made wild allegations, and next thing Rocky knew 
he was locked up and beaten. Then the box. 

Rocky finished his story and smashed a bottle 
against one of his horns. Oliver Cromwell sat 
up and rushed into the house as the -molasses- 
colored shards splintered like glass hornets 
bursting from a nest and into the air. Rocky got up 
and went around to the corner to unload himself, 
and I caught sight of Tommy's truck kicking dust 
across the road. He pulled up next to me and 
jumped out. 

"You missed it, kid," he said. "They got 
this new girl, man. Brazilian, maybe. Tits like 
Kilimanjaro!" 

I held a beer in my hand and blew into the 
mouth. I didn't know what to say. Rocky came 
around the corner, shaking his penis. He said, "Oh, 
sorry. Is this not cool?" 

"What in the holy hell," Tommy said. 

"This is Rocky," I said. "He was in the box." 

"This isn't right. This isn't right at all. Those 
goddamn scoundrels. I ordered a fucking mermaid, 
not a fucking centaur." 

"Great," Rocky said. "A goddamn racist." 

I stood up to get in between the two. "Rocky's 
a Minotaur, Tommy." 

"What's the difference? What in the hell am I 
going to do with a Minotaur?" 

"What in the hell were you going to do with 
a mermaid?" 

Tommy laughed. "Build her a tank! Build her 


a tank and charge these yokels 10 bucks a gander. 
It would've put the Dino Hut to shame. I've gotta 
get on the horn—no way a Minotaur costs as 
much as a mermaid." 

Rocky reached into the pack for a fresh bottle. 
He lifted it high above his head and popped the 
cap off with his horn. "You know those twist off," 
Tommy said. 

I explained Rocky's predicament and tried 
to get Tommy to understand. Be reasonable, I 
said. Tommy had a spotty track record with being 
reasonable, but I was banking on the idea that his 
split with Jerusha had left him a little out of sorts. 

I was right. 

We were all slightly to the right of drunk. 
Things were rolling along. Tommy had been mixing 
drinks and describing the girls he had found at 
Moroni's Strumpet, and I had given Rocky a pair 
of BYU sweatpants to cover up his penis. Rocky 
related his story about the roller rink and the 
lonely proprietor to Tommy, who absolutely ate it 
up. 

"This is such good fun," Rocky said. "If I 
was going to be locked in a box and -stranded 
anywhere, I'm glad it was here." 

Tommy let a highball dangle from his hand like 
puppet strings. "Be honest, Rocky. Did you love 
that woman? The one with the roller rink?" 

"That's a tough one," Rocky said. "I was 
happy that I didn't scare her. I was happy she 
wanted me around. Somebody not running off is 
the closest thing I imagine I'll ever get to love." 

"Goddamn it," Tommy said, "this whole thing 
is breaking my heart. Listen, friend, you're fine to 
stay here as long as you want. Carve out a place 
for yourself with people who get it." 

"I'll run to the store to get Rocky supplies," I 
said. "I need a few things myself. I'll get you more 
of that Red Bull shit." 

I took Tommy's truck and headed out, hugging 
the curved hips of the Great Salt Lake. Outside, 
full, whipped-cream clouds expanding throughout 


F or the past 28 years, students have competed for the honor of winning PLAYBOY'S 
College Fiction Contest. This year, Nolan Turner of the University of California, Irvine 
wins for his story Something Ancient Welling Up. Student of Marshall Arisman at the 
School of Visual Arts in New York also compete for the illustrate the fiction. Daniel 
Zander's winning entry is shown on the proceeding pages. On the opposite page, 
Other illustrations by runner-up Claudia Griesbach-Martucci, Chun Shi, Steve Cup, James 
Kerigan, Amanda Moeckel and Benjamin Whealtey. 







the sky and sagging into the ragged biscuit ridges 
of Box Elder Peak hid the reality of the heat. I 
came into Ogden, deep white and choked with 
steeples, and navigated the SUVs and the hordes 
of clean-cut kids on their way home from school. 

I pulled into the parking lot of a Harmons, and I 
found the stash of cigarettes that Tommy always 
kept beneath his seat. I smoked one up against 
the truck and crushed it down into the asphalt. 

Inside, I had to ask one of the dudes in a 
smock about the back room availability of Red 
Bull. He said that he'd have to check, because 
nobody ever -really asked about it. I grabbed a 
couple of brands of cigarettes because I didn't 
know what Rocky smoked, and I went down the 
aisle. 

I saw a large cowboy hat with a bright green 
stone in the center bobbing up and down above 
the tops of olive oil bottles. I reached over the aisle 
and flicked it. "You almost got your bell rung," 
Jerusha said. I went around the aisle and gave her 
a hug. 

"Just getting a few things," she said. "I 
haven't cooked for one in years. They've got all 
these frozen meals meant for just one person. It's 
depressing." 

"Sorry about the split," I said. 

"It happens," she said. "That man was bound 
to drive me off sooner or later." 

"He's falling into some old habits." 

Jerusha looked inside my cart. I wasn't sure 
what to get for Rocky, so the cart was full of Hot 
Pockets and string cheese. "You feeding a group 
of eight-year-olds?" 

"It's a long story," I said. "Rather not get into 
the specifics." 

"Before you go and defend him and say, 'Oh 
well, Jerusha, it was only one game,' you gotta 
know that he's been fooling around on me. You 
know that woman that runs the titty bar outside 
of town? They've been going around on the sly for 
months." 

"Hell," I said, "I had no idea about that. I 
thought Tommy was straightened out." 

"You can only keep a man like that straight 
for so long, you know? I'd have left earlier, but 
he gets real weepy when we fight. Real fucking 
dramatic." 

The smock guy came back wheeling three 
cases of Red Bull and loaded them into my cart. 

A bell went off, and a man came on over the PA 
and announced that the patron who'd tied their 
horse to the gum-ball machine out front needed 
to untie it immediately, as Harmons was not a 
horse-friendly establishment. "So you're gone for 
good," I said. 

Jerusha removed her hat and slicked back 
her hair. "Listen, Max. I hope things with you 
and Sheila work out. I think you two were meant 
to work out. I also think that some other folks 
weren't meant to work out, you know?" 

Tommy called my cell. Jerusha waved and 
rolled her cart back down the aisle, toward the 
meat department that glowed red in the artificial 
light. 

Tommy said, "Fuck, Max. You've gotta 
come back here. That bull friend of yours, Max, 
fuck, I went inside for a second—a goddamn 
second—and I hear all sorts of noises, and I go 
outside and that piece of shit is ripping into Oliver 
Cromwell. He's hunched over him and there's 
blood absolutely everywhere. That freak killed my 
dog, Max." 

"Slow down," I said. "Where is he now?" 

"He was drunk, right? I grabbed a rock and I 
got the jump on him. Clocked him as best I could. 

I managed to tie him up, and I rolled him back into 
the box and locked it up." 

I hung up on Tommy and paid for the 


groceries. Outside, the sunset was a forest fire of 
green and orange as the sun eased beneath the 
hilltops. I opened a pack of Parliaments because 
I had a pretty good idea that Rocky wasn't a 
menthol kind of guy and eased through the traffic 
and onto the highway. 

Tommy was in the living room. The fireplace 
was roaring and the rhino head mounted to the 
wall sent a black and swelling shadow creeping 
across the hardwood. There was a burlap sack in 
the corner. 

"I wanted to wait for you," Tommy said. "I'm 
a little wobbly right now, to be frank. Plus, I know 
how much you admired the Old Ironsides." 

We dug the hole out back. We dug and dug, 
and Tommy set the burlap sack down into the 
hole, and he said a few words. 

Tommy said, "I've got a whale of an idea, see. 
The Dino Hut isn't going to cut it, right? Well, 
listen. I'll take the money I had set aside for a 
mermaid tank and we're going to buy brick and 
mortar. We'll build a maze and charge folks 10 
bucks a head to come and tame the Maze of the 
Minotaur. It works for everyone, on account of a 
maze being the Minotaur's natural habitat." 

"Fuck, Tommy, that's labyrinths, not mazes." 

"I don't see the distinction." 

"A maze has multiple paths—a few ways in 
and a few ways out," I said. "A labyrinth has one 
way in: It's made to get you to that center point 
and face whatever comes before you." 

"I don't have time for semantics, Max. The 
lousy sack kills my dog and I give him a maze. 

I'd say I'm being downright generous. And how 
exactly would you propose we build a labyrinth? 

It's a maze or it's nothing." 

I went inside for the bag of supplies and 
headed for the box. The key was hung on the 
outside and I opened it. Tommy had left a lantern 
inside that threw a large, yellow globe of light 
against the back wall. Rocky was on the bed with 
his hands bound against his back. "This is most 
uncool," he said. 

I flashed the smokes. "Didn't know your 
brand." 

"Like a light from heaven," Rocky said. "The 
no-filter Pall Malls." 

"I'll untie you," I said. 

The top of Rocky's head was matted with 
blood, and one of his horns was chipped. He 
waved me off with his head. "Don't bother, man. 
He didn't need to do any of this. He told me the 
plan, and I'm on board. I'll play along. I'll take it 
on the chin." 

"You want to live in a maze?" 

"I wasn't up-front about some stuff," Rocky 
said. "That bit I told you earlier, it was horseshit. 
The thing with the woman and the roller rink? 
Well, I saw a woman one night, but she wasn't as 
cool as I said. She saw me and freaked, and before 
I knew it she was dead. Dead, man. Just like 
Oliver Cromwell. I didn't know what I was doing 
anymore. Something ancient welled up inside of 
me. It was like programming, you know?" 

I smoked a cigarette and watched the balled 
light flicker against the metal. 

"I think I'm better off out there in some 
maze," Rocky said. "I think everybody is better 
off." 

I untied Rocky and left him alone in the box. 

I heard the crack of an aluminum tab as I walked 
back toward the house. I saw Tommy out in the 
field, carving lines in the dried-out dirt with a 
spade. 

Three rings and then a man picked up. 

"Who's this?" I asked. 

"This is Phil," he said. "Who's this?" 

"Max." 

"Hey, buddy," Phil said. "What's the word?" 


"Doing my thing out here. Why are you in my 
house?" 

"Sheila needed some help with a plumbing 
thing," he said. 

"Weird, considering I redid the plumbing not 
even a year ago." 

"Don't know what to say," Phil said. "Maybe 
you were distracted." 

I told Phil to put Sheila on the line. She 
sounded the way she sounds after smoking a 
cigarette that nobody knew she had smoked. 
"Hey," she said. "How's it going out there?" 

"Oh, it's a dream," I said. "Didn't I tell you? 
We struck gold. Now everything around here is 
caviar and full-body massages. We're getting a 
stable put in because we bought too many horses. 
Why don't you tell me exactly why in the hell Phil 
is over at my house." 

Sheila told me that she didn't feel as if she 
owed me any kind of an explanation, and that 
was tough to dispute. She said that I had done 
some things that were going to be difficult to 
smooth over and that she had a lot of emotional 
unpacking left to do. She said that a man with 
my inherent instabilities may not have been a 
wise marital decision and that she had realized 
her deepest fear was continuing a pattern of 
destructive males in her life. She said these things 
as if she had written them down like a grocery list 
on the fridge and each one represented money 
that she wasn't willing to spend. Despite the heat, 
listening to her gave me a chill. 

All I could get out was "I think you're being 
downright unfair to Tommy. He's doing his 
goddamn best." 

"Just you wait," she said. "Just you wait and 
see how his best turns out." 

After Sheila hung up, I went back and 
grabbed Rocky. Tommy had gone back inside, 
and we walked out to the cleared-out space that 
Tommy had been working on. I asked him to run 
around to see how it felt. He said it felt good. I 
sat down and cracked two beers and handed one 
over. 

"I'm sorry about all this," I said. 

Rocky chugged the beer and burped. "It's for 
the best." 

"You were free," I said. "You were out in the 
open and now you're not." 

"I wasn't doing anybody any favors out there. 
Myself included." 

The sun was about gone, but I could still make 
out the wavy lines of heat bouncing against the 
range. "I finished The Heart of the Matter," Rocky 
said. 

I took a swig and held the beer between my 
cheeks before swallowing. "How'd you like it?" 

"You know that part, down at the end? When 
Scobie is about to kill himself?" 

"I didn't read it." 

"He's about to kill himself and then we go 
inside his head. The line is 'It isn't beauty that we 
love, he thought, it's failure—the failure to stay 
young forever, the failure of nerves, the failure of 
the body. Beauty is like success: We can't love it 
for long. I am going to protect her from myself 
forever.' What a bummer, right?" 

"I told you I didn't read it." 

"Just as well," Rocky said. "The whole thing 
is a little much. I bet Graham Greene would have 
been awful to have a drink with." 

Rocky tossed his bottle into the air and I heard 
the small shatter of glass in the distance. I took 
up the spade that Tommy had left and I dug a 
small hole in the center. I threw my phone in and 
covered it up. The Mormon plane made its way 
back across the sky, but it was too dark to make 
out the message. 

El 
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continued from page 82 

$8,000 a month. "If you don't have other 
friends," one source told her, "you're 
surrounded by people telling you this is 
normal." Who wouldn't pay $12,200 to join 
them? 

• 

The first butt I rubbed that morning 
belonged to Roy, a slim, 24-year-old Korean 
American with dark -shoulder-length hair 
that often drapes over his friendly face. He 
was the product of a tumultuous childhood 
and a single mother who always dreamed 
Roy would go to college. "I just couldn't do 
that," he tells me. "We were angry—not at 
each other, just angry." After high school he 
briefly attended Northwest Missouri State 
and moved in with his girlfriend. When they 
broke up, he sold washing machines by day 
and trained to become an EMT at night while 
working the graveyard shift at Walmart. He 
barely slept, and when he couldn't find a job 
as an EMT, he moved back in with his mom, 
taking a four A.M. shift at Starbucks. That's 
when his new girlfriend sent him an article 
about Dev Bootcamp. 

Recounting his path to DBC, he reflects 
on how he thought he'd reached the end of 
the line before he arrived. He pauses before 
returning to his coding group. "I have no 
idea what I'd do if it weren't for this place," 
he says. 

Roy isn't the only student who tried—and 
fled—traditional college. Ricardo, a 26-year- 
old first-generation Salvadoran American, 
dropped out of a few. After high school he 
dreamed of becoming a doctor. He spent 
time as a hospital volunteer, spooning ice 
to patients with morphine dry mouth, until 
he met an actual physician. "He told me 
he went through with medical school only 
because he couldn't turn back," Ricardo 
remembers. "He said, 'Once you get so far 
in, you have all these loans and expectations. 
You can't get out.'" Ricardo dropped out of 
his biology program at Miami Dade College 
and moved to Utah, quietly trying and 
leaving colleges. 

Determined to find success outside 
academia, he steadily grew $7,000 into 
$70,000 by trading Apple stock options 
during the company's post-iPhone run-up. 

By the time he was 24, he was sitting on 
$85,000. When the stock crested in the 


mid-$300s, he quit his IT job to become a 
full-time trader. Then, during the market's 
2012 fall, he became his own worst enemy. 

"I got greedy," he says. "Instead of capping 
my losses, I blew it all." Afterward he spent 
a year saving up for DBC while working at a 
communications technology company. 

"In America it's bludgeoned into people 
that college is the only way to get what 
you want," he says. "I just don't believe 
that." He's far removed from the dropout 
stereotype: well groomed, well fed, funny 
and polite. His appearance is a testament to 
his ideals. "I believe if you're motivated and 
have a work ethic, you can get where you 
want to go," he says. "College is not the 
only path." 

Not that all DBC students are without 
degrees. Anne has two. A middle child from 
Nebraska whose father was a professor, she 
was the consummate straight-A student. 

Her bachelor's degree in Arabic from 
Middlebury College and master's in Near 
Eastern languages from Indiana University 
secured her acceptance to Columbia Law 
School last year, but she decided to defer 
at the last minute, yearning for something 
less predictable. She had never seen a 
programming language but sensed she could 
harness technology to tackle problems she 
cared about: conjugating verbs, analyzing 
musicality, transliterating phonetics. 

Emmanuel, a reserved Jewish kid with a 
wide smile and an endearing gap between 
his front teeth, holds an unused bachelor's 
degree of his own. He grew up and went 
to college in North Carolina, enrolling in 
massage school afterward, but didn't see 
much fulfillment, or money, from either 
pursuit. DBC, he hopes, will put him on the 
path to a career. His girlfriend has stayed 
back home, finishing her master's. Their 
future there remains uncertain. 

Jose, for his part, can be found outside 
the kitchen, talking shit about the horchata 
served at lunch. With thick shoulders and a 
tuft of gray in his beard, he has put his life, 
family and punk band on hold in Villena, the 
Spanish city he's called home for nearly 39 
years. He owned a T-shirt printing business 
with his wife when Spain's economy crashed 
in 2012, and after a worse 2013 he looked to 
America. "I decided to take my savings and 
put the money in my head," he says, tapping 
his receding hairline. 

The school's formal instruction consists of 
two 45-minute lessons each day in DBC's 
small, open-plan room. The remainder of 
student time is spent coding "challenges" 
in pairs, with one student operating the 
keyboard while the other navigates. Teachers 
mill about, coaching students if they get 
stuck, but all the tools and answers can be 
found on coding websites such as Stack 
Overflow, CSS-Tricks and GitHub, the king of 
coding sites. Armed with a GitHub account 
and a bit of determination, anyone could 
reasonably teach themselves to code. The 


trick is structuring your time. DBC students 
don't sit in the same place for more than 
a few hours. They joke, commiserate, 
make food, have a beer, nap on the couch 
or sometimes just go home for the day, 
frustrated. 

• 

"Rusty Blade?" asks my new friend at 
GitHub. We're crowded into one of the 
start-up's in-office speakeasies late on a 
weeknight. The $66 gin is an earth-colored 
juniper distillate, aged in oak and dispensed 
in rare batches. The label looks 19th century, 
like something a miner would tug from 
deep in Sierra mountain runoff. In reality it is 
the vanity project of a Silicon Valley venture 
capitalist who recently began distilling liquor 
in a business park behind the 101 freeway. 
Top-shelf spirits such as Blade are integral to 
GitHub -parties—Corona doesn't cut it when 
every workday means drinking for free. 

GitHub is one of the world's largest 
repositories of source code, the building 
blocks of software. To a programmer, it 
is what the Bible is to a priest: a canon of 
code, where the industry's blueprints are 
stored. Headquarters (the third office in the 
six-year-old -company's history) lies blocks 
away from the Bay Bridge in San Francisco's 
regentrified South Beach neighborhood. 

Most of its employees work off-site, but the 
building is constantly abuzz, anchored by its 
ground-floor bar, kitchen and networking 
space, where guests can work, eat and drink 
on the deep-pocketed company's dime. 

This office opened in September 2013, 
about a year after legendary venture capital 
firm Andreessen Horowitz led a sweeping 
$100 million funding round. The firm 
placed a $750 million valuation on GitHub 
partly because it has consistently generated 
substantial revenue from subscriptions and 
merchandise sales, making it a rarity in the 
industry. 

Conference rooms are equipped with 
futuristic microphones that swivel toward 
speakers, and herds of robots roam the 
office like iPads on Roombas, allowing 
meetings with remote employees. There is a 
DJ booth and isolated nooks called "coder 
caves" where employees can escape. The 
speakeasies are perfect for eliminating stress 
with a book or a few fingers of Blade. You 
can't help feeling special when they open for 
you, like scotch hidden in a desk drawer, and 
that is part of their purpose. To wit: "Check 
this out," says an employee from a room 
that houses a suspicious number of books. 

A bookcase slides away for him to reveal, 
like Bruce Wayne, another speakeasy, hidden 
from view. 

DBC attempts to stand apart from such 
start-up glitz. The school's ethos emphasizes 
the life-changing nature of learning to 
code and the revolutionary educational 
experience it offers. In fact, when DBC's 
marketing lead, Brandon Croke, joined 
me at one of GitHub's mixers, he peered 
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around skeptically, unsure whether to align 
himself with such luxuriance. He had been 
at DBC only a couple of months and took 
his job seriously, quietly expressing distaste 
of GitHub's opulence to Miya, an alumna he 
had brought along. But by the end of the 
night, after a few drinks, we were having a 
good time watching a local rock band play 
to a comatose crowd. I glanced over to see 
him sporting a sailor's cap from a company 
costume basket. 

GitHub's party ended in March when Julie 
Ann Horvath, an esteemed programmer 
lauded as a leader of women in tech, took to 
Twitter: "I've been harassed by 'leadership' 
at GitHub for two years," she wrote. "And 
I am the first developer to quit." She called 
out GitHub co-founder Tom Preston-Werner 
for allowing his wife to prowl the workplace, 
monitoring employees and executing mind- 
game power plays according to her whim. 
Horvath accused a co-worker and ex-friend 
of sabotaging her work after she rejected 
his romantic advances. She called some of 
her former co-workers "predators" and 
the environment "toxic." One told her he'd 
"hoped I wouldn't be hired" so they could 
date. And she said it all without using the 
word sexism. "I have never wanted to quit 
tech more than after having start-up PTSD 
like this," she wrote. 

Apologies trickled out of GitHub's public 
relations department, and though an internal 
investigation cleared Preston--Werner and his 
wife of any legal wrongdoing, he resigned. 
The backlash against Horvath was harsh. 
Memes surfaced online with CUNT typed 
across her forehead, and she received all 
manner of threats, on par with other women 
who have spoken out about the industry's 
culture of sexism. "At start-ups, there's this 
tribe mentality," Horvath said on the tech 
podcast ShopTalk, "and if someone disagrees 
or says something is wrong, the company's 
best interest is to protect the tribe, which 
creates dangerous situations." This is referred 
to as being a "culture fit" among tech 
evangelists. "If you are a 20-something white 
male who listens to techno," she said, "I 
think GitHub may be your utopia." 

It was the start of a year that saw many 
rookie Silicon Valley chief executives stumble. 
Mozilla CEO Brendan Eich resigned in April 
after a public outcry over his support of 
Proposition 8, California's 2008 measure 
to ban gay marriage. Gurbaksh Chahal, 
founder of ad-tech company -RadiumOne, 
faced 45 felony counts of domestic violence 
after a security video surfaced of him hitting 
and kicking his girlfriend 117 times. In 
leaked e-mails from his tenure in Stanford's 
Kappa Sigma fraternity, Snapchat CEO Evan 
Spiegel celebrates "sororisluts" and shooting 
"fat girls" with laser-tag guns and tells his 
brothers to put their "large Kappa Sigma 
dick[s] down her throat." Today, the 24-year- 
old Spiegel is reportedly worth $210 million. 
Stanford clarified that the campus that has 


produced more Silicon Valley talent than any 
other in the world felt "ashamed." 

Not even the animated halls of DBC are 
immune to the industry's brutish whims. 
"Every woman in my class had the same 
experience of feeling talked down to, talked 
over or ignored by men at DBC," says Anne. 
"People's unconscious biases come out. So if 
it can happen in a space where I feel safe and 
comfortable with everyone, what will happen 
at a job with people I don't know, in a place 
where I'm the junior employee?" 

• 

Dev Bootcamp often reminds students 
that start-ups fail because of people, not 
technology, and considers it its mission to 
produce competent coders and competent 
co--workers alike, skirting usual tech praxes. 
Its controversial solution is Engineering 
Empathy, a part of the curriculum designed 
to break students down to their emotional 
core and build more empathetic and 
compassionate employees in their place. On 
the new class's third day, the first 60--minute 
Empathy session begins with a lecture and 
climaxes with the instructor, co-founder 
Shereef's brother Karim Bishay, telling us to 
yell at one another. In pairs, students take 
turns standing and sitting on the ground. 
"Embody your inner critic," he urges. "Yell 
all the things you tell yourself on a regular 
basis." 

A young nervous dude stands over me, 
digging deep into what his heart of hearts 
hides from him. "You're not good enough," 
he cries. "You never speak your mind! You're 
a complete pussy. Everyone here is better 
than you, and everyone knows it except 
you." He sits back down in a rush. 

Later I am instructed to stereotype a nice 
young woman by guessing her favorite music 
and movie and her pet peeve. How? She 
is white and wearing a sweater. It sounds 
innocent enough until I open my mouth. 

"Let's say you like choral music and The 
Diving Bell and the Butterfly, and your pet 
peeve is.. .when people make fun of the 
homeless?" I get one of three. Others broach 
more uncomfortable territory. Women and 
African Americans are assumed to love pop 
music and hip-hop, respectively. Men's pet 
peeves are assumed to be achievement- 
related and women's to be emotional. The air 
is sucked out of the room. Students dab eyes 
and rub noses with the backs of their hands. 
Hurt feelings hang in place. 

The exercises are based on Freudian 
theories of the self and seem to be mashups 
of philosophy, self-help and partially 
researched statistics about the pitfalls of 
tech's status quo. The hour-long sessions 
interrupt student work throughout the 
first six weeks. "There's a bit of a whiplash 
effect," Roy tells me. "It's deep sharing, then 
suddenly back to coding." Once, Jose tried to 
extricate himself. "DBC has a two-feet rule: 

If you don't think you're learning anything, 
you can use your two feet and get away," 


he says. He invoked it for EE but was told 
it didn't apply. "I said, 'What is this, Animal 
Farm, where you change rules as you go?'" 

Emmanuel sees these EE sessions as part 
of a greater conspiracy. "They're creating a 
pressure cooker," he tells me. "They give you 
coding challenges they know you can't finish, 
then send you to Engineering Empathy." 

The disruption is meant to simulate the 
experience of a real tech workplace, and he 
has surrendered to it, despite fatigue. "The 
best learning," he says, coining a slogan 
that would make DBC's founders proud, 
"happens between a state of comfort and 
panic." 

• 

By the end of March, graduation was 
quickly approaching, bringing new panic to 
DBC. The school was preparing to move to a 
bigger location just as students were entering 
the job market, and rumors flew that the 
company was about to be acquired. A 
spreadsheet circulated internally encouraging 
new grads to share job stats. It boasted an 
average salary of $77,333, three quarters of 
which included equity in the start-ups that 
hired them. It would appear DBC is changing 
students' lives, but that spreadsheet 
accounted for only 12 of hundreds of 
graduates across two years. It remained to 
be seen whether the school's promises would 
pan out. 

Everyone adopted a different strategy 
in the job market. Ricardo was one of the 
best students in the program, but several 
weeks past graduation, he hadn't applied 
for a single job. He opted to network 
instead, figuring he'd meet his boss at the 
events he attended nightly, with no cold 
calls necessary. Emmanuel was happy to 
face rejection, though more often he simply 
heard nothing. Anne was optimistic about 
her prospects but concerned that being a 
woman meant she could do only a "woman 
thing." She considered applying at a start-up 
called BabyList, dedicated to disrupting the 
baby-shower industry, but didn't know if she 
should jump at such a gendered job opening, 
especially with stories such as Horvath's 
coming to light. 

Ricardo, however, makes it obvious DBC is 
far from a hoax one dazzling July afternoon 
as he eats lunch on the seventh-floor deck 
of the Steuart Tower, overlooking the 
produce, souvenir and pork-belly vendors 
of One Market Plaza. He is glowing, and 
for good reason: He has just been hired 
at Autodesk, a 32-year-old company that 
produces design technology for architects, 
engineers and filmmakers. Used by James 
Cameron on Avatar and by nearly every 
architect in America, its software is licensed 
to firms for hundreds of thousands of dollars. 
An impressive gallery of client work lies 
downstairs, alongside a $250,000 3-D printer 
that designs and shapes metal. Unlike many 
of his peers, Ricardo is a coder who actually 
builds things. 
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"I'm really happy with how things turned 
out," he says. He is raking in six figures, 
working on a small team alongside another 
DBC grad named Zohar, coding features for 
top-secret software. He applied for a web¬ 
developer opening, but after five interviews, 
including a drunken night at Li Po Cocktail 
Lounge, he was told they wanted to hire him 
as a senior software engineer. Was he even 
qualified for that title? 

"No. But I think it was luck. And timing." 

Is he qualified now, though? 

"Yup." 

He is confident. 

Graduation marked a year since Anne had 
deferred attending Columbia Law, meaning 
she had to decide whether to keep coding 
or go back the way she came. The latter 
would render her a statistic: Fifty-six percent 
of women in tech leave for another industry. 
On blind faith she rejected Columbia. Then, 
a month after graduation, she received 
two job offers: one from Palo Alto smart- 
watch maker Pebble and another from San 
Francisco lingerie start-up True & Co. She told 
the bra company she was more interested 
in working there, and it matched Pebble's 
generous salary offer. She is making close to 
six figures as the only female engineer on 
True & Co.'s team of five. 

"I still can't believe it," she says as we 
pick over tacos at a Mission District Mexican 
restaurant. She is still living with roommates 
from DBC, none of whom have seen any 
success. "I feel bad talking about it around 
them," she says. "I don't want to come 
home from work, see them sitting on the 
couch and be like, 'How's the job search 
going?'" 

Other success stories spread like gossip. 
Two students were hired by Wealthfront, a 
massive financial-analytics firm, and another 
landed his dream job at MyCoin, a Bitcoin 
trading service headquartered in Hong Kong. 
Many others, however, are still searching. 
With each passing day, the prospect of not 
getting a job becomes more real, and old 
lives come knocking at the door. 

Roy went back to his mother's Orange 
County home and has been waking up at 
noon every day. He has few friends there and 
wants to return to San Francisco. 

Jose is jobless in Spain, returning $20,000 
poorer to rejoin his wife without the job 
he came here for, disgruntled with the 
experience. "They've been talking about 
making a difference, how coding can change 
the world, then they give me a job lead for 
a gambling site?" he says. "I'm not that 
idealistic. I need money, but it's not what 
they're selling." 

He plans to move to Berlin, the buzzy 
new tech hub of Europe. With successful 
start-ups such as SoundCloud and Zoobe 
headquartered there, Berlin is different from 
San Francisco: Real estate is plentiful, rent is 
reasonable and the economy has room to 
grow. Companies there can afford to take 


an influx of high-ambition, low-direction 
programmers and let them experiment. Still, 
there are no guarantees. "I think some of 
them believe their own lies, and some of 
them don't," Jose says, trying to make sense 
of the disconnect between DBC's marketing 
and the realities of the tech industry. 
"Shereef, the co-founder, believes in what 
he's doing, but he's not the one trying to get 
us jobs." He sighs, resigned to his saner life 
in Europe. "In the end, we are meat for the 
grinder, as they say in Spain." 

In June, Kaplan announced it was 
buying Dev Bootcamp. The giant test-prep 
corporation had opened code schools in 
Boston and New York earlier this year, but 
they have yet to achieve DBC's success. So 
Kaplan just bought the place. By then the 
school had moved into its sleek new South 
of Market building, complete with yoga 
room and nap area. Alumni who can't land 
work tend to hang around after graduation 
some returning daily to conduct job searche 
network, hang out and tutor new students 
in basic coding. The pay is low and it barely 
advances their skills, but for those without 
leads it's the best option. 

Emmanuel, commuting two days a week 
and working from home, says he makes 
decent money working for DBC but has yet 
to land his dream job. His girlfriend earned 
her master's degree and was offered an idee 
position in Sacramento, so he opted to mov 
closer to her, placing an additional hour 
between himself and the industry's nexus 
in San Francisco, further hurting his odds of 
being hired. 

What nobody told him, Anne, Ricardo, 

Roy or Jose when they arrived at DBC was 
that their success would have little to do 
with the coding languages they would 
practice. Programming is closer to reading an 
instruction manual than any hacker school 
marketing copy will tell you. DBC doesn't 
give its students anything they couldn't get 
for themselves, but it does provide a nine- 
week sense of exigency. 

Those who prove worthy of the challenge 
are rewarded. Those who don't will fail. 

The future of Silicon Valley remains unclear: 
Investor tastes could shift, capital may dry 
up and thousands could lose their jobs as 
the industry matures. Tech's new-money 
ostentation, sexism and other symptoms of 
privilege without perspective could bring 
about its downfall. But for now, DBC and 
its students are merely exploiting America's 
oldest myth: In our country, with enough 
motivation, focus and emotional intelligence 
anyone can change his or her life. 

Reinvention is in our DNA. The difference is 
that here, moving at the speed of technoloc 
it happens a hell of a lot faster. 

The challenge is to keep up. As Emmanu 
puts it the last time we meet, "I feel like I'm 
running down a hallway blindfolded." 
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...FINCHER 

Continued from page 53 

corner, dropped Kevin in it and took a picture of 
him. It wasn't born of wanting to put talented 
photographers out of work as much as it was, 

"I think we can do this in an hour and a half 
because I can say to Kevin, 'Okay, that scene in 
episode 11, give me that look.'" We whacked 
this thing together and showed it to Netflix, and 
they said, "That looks great." I give all credit to 
Netflix. It was smartly done and very strategic, 
and they've been able to make a fairly big splash. 
PLAYBOY: When The Girl With the Dragon 
Tattoo was about to hit theaters, some of 
the press focused on your mentor-protegee 
relationship with young actress Rooney Mara. 
Why do you think Mara's co-star Daniel Craig 
described the relationship as "fucking weird" in 
one magazine piece? 

FINCHER: The thing got cloud-seeded by way of 
one magazine story. Had that one journalist from 
Vogue delved as deeply into why people were 
behaving the way they were as he did into what 
shoes they were wearing, we might have gotten 
some insight. But it was more interesting for 
him to do a Tippi Hedren Alfred Hitchcock sort 
of thing. From the beginning I said to the -Sony 
publicity people that the purpose of plucking 
someone like Rooney from obscurity is that they 
walk on-screen and you immediately believe 
who the fuck they are, rather than, "You were 
on Gossip Girl, right?" Rooney will tell you that 
I let her do anything she wanted. But it seemed 
counter to what we were trying to do to see her 
on the cover of Seventeen or being trotted out 
on every television show to go, "Here she is, 
cute as a fucking button and not at all this goth 
Swedish punker." I said, "I think this is absurd," 


but it didn't move the needle in any way. The 
Sony publicity people were frustrated with my 
getting in the way of the exploitation of the 
character Lisbeth Salander. 

PLAYBOY: Do you know if any actors have 
backed away from working with you because of 
what they think you're like? 

FINCHER: I'm sure there are people who think 
I bite the heads off puppies. There's nothing I 
can do about that. The relationships that matter 
to me are always with people who wouldn't 
have preconceived notions based on somebody's 
work. I gave up worrying about that years ago. I 
remember giving a quote, "I've got demons you 
can't even imagine." It was a joke. It was fun. 

It was out of context. My parents were always 
concerned about things I was quoted as saying. 
My dad thought for a time that I was playing 
into it. 

PLAYBOY: Let's talk about your parents and your 
home life. You were born in Denver, but when 
you were two your family moved to California, 
eventually settling down in San Anselmo in Marin 
County. What was it like growing up there in 
the 1960s and 1970s, when the area became 
synonymous with progressive thought, self- 
expression and a relaxed view toward drugs and 
sex? 

FINCHER: It was a bizarre, great place to grow 
up in during that time, with the human potential 
movement, EST, a lot of drugs and a lot of mixed 
messages, like "We want you kids to feel free to 
do whatever you want, just not that." There was 
always the potential for suffocating liberation. As 
absurd as it sounds, the movie with Martin Mull 
and Tuesday Weld, Serial, was a prescient and 
truthful view of Marin County—a place people 
think of as affluent, but at the time it wasn't. 

I grew up before the yuppies, before the Me 
decade, before "Greed is good." It was never 
"What are you driving?" I was a latchkey kid. I'd 
put a note on the fridge, "I'm going to Chris's 
house" or "I'm spending the night." No GPS, 
no cell phones. You were trusted. People had a 
much healthier attitude toward a lot of things. 
PLAYBOY: Including sex? 

FINCHER: We talked about sex from the time 
I was eight or nine. I don't think there was any 
confusion about what people were up to from 
the time I was in second or third grade. There 
were a lot of drugs. One of my dad's friends was 
Thomas Thompson, a writer for Life magazine 
who also wrote the book Richie: The Ultimate 


Tragedy Between One Decent Man and the Son 
He Loved, about a man who killed his son who 
was on drugs. I had friends with older brothers 
who were well on their way to being strung 
out. 

PLAYBOY: Did you really slather your sister's 
dolls in ketchup and hurl them onto the 
freeway? 

FINCHER: I did, because we thought it was 
funny. We used to egg cars and do all that kind 
of stupid shit, and it did escalate to all kinds of 
lunacy. No one was ever injured. I've gotten into 
a lot of trouble talking about that. You do a lot 
of dumb shit when you're 10 or 12. 

PLAYBOY: Your father also wrote for Life, 
among other magazines, right? 

FINCHER: He was a reporter and then a Life 
bureau chief. He quit to write nonfiction 
books on human intelligence, left-handedness 
and hundreds of magazine stories for 
Reader's Digest, Psychology Today, Sports 
Illustrated. Later in his life he wrote a couple 
of screenplays. He also wrote a novel that he 
burned in front of my mother. That's a story I 
was told and it has probably been hyperbolized, 
by me. But it's who he was. He wanted to get 
it right. 

PLAYBOY: Your mother worked in mental 
health, specializing in treating drug addiction. 
Were drugs attractive or scary? 

FINCHER: I've definitely been there with 
my friend in high school on a sodden, rainy, 
pouring-down night after we'd drunk a 
bottle of really bad champagne stolen from a 
restaurant he worked at. I remember trying to 
keep his mom's Corolla station wagon from 
slipping off a cliff. I've done all that stupid 
crap. It's not to say I didn't do my share, 
but there was no allure for me to see where 
experimentation could take you. My mom ran 
a methadone maintenance program, after all. 
Besides my mom's work, I have too much of a 
work ethic to disappear into that space. 

I had a normal teenage life. The only difference 
was that by the time I was 19, I was working six 
days a week, 14 hours a day for Industrial Light 
& Magic. 

PLAYBOY: What brought you to a place where 
you'd be working at the George Lucas owned, 
premier visual effects company in the world? 
FINCHER: I was the guy who waited in line to 
see The Empire Strikes Back. I was the kid who 
didn't read the Time magazine article about 



NOW "TPAT* VOUREI CONSCIOUS 
AGAIN CAN VOU RECALL “TWE: 

make: or license: ot-tl/e: car 
-tliat uit you as you walked 
drunkcnlv ocrror-rt/E "t\-t 
tor -»T"-rt>PLrss-BcrrTt>MLEss 

STRIP CLUB" AT 2A.M. TOOAV?> 


Bu-ri-ruiNio 
r KNOW WHO 
PROBABLY 

•^X 3 ID it: 


g§ss 


100 MARCH-APRIL 2015 www.playboyph.com 










































Jaws because I was not going to let that fuck it 
up for me. My dad took me to movie matinees. 
Movies were all I wanted to do. And I grew up 
in a perfect time and a perfect place, with all 
this incredible stuff happening around me. 
PLAYBOY: Like what? 

FINCHER: George Lucas lived two doors down 
from my house. I saw American Graffiti being 
photographed on Fourth Street in San Rafael. 
They were making The Godfather on Shady 
Lane in Ross, California. Dirty Harry was being 
shot at Larkspur Landing. By the time I was 14 
I was on my way to a high school that had film 
courses, 16-millimeter cameras and double¬ 
system sound recording. I couldn't wait. 
PLAYBOY: So your career path probably hasn't 
surprised your childhood friends from Marin. 
FINCHER: I still have a handful of friends from 
there—the most cynical, perverse, sardonic, 
funny, irreverent, ruthless people. They're 
dark and sinister but wrapped in this perfectly 
humane, affable package. They get the cosmic 
joke. I always wonder, Was it something in the 
water? Or maybe it was being eight years old 
and having people say, "Okay, if your school 
bus gets the tires shot out of it, just stay on the 
bus. The Zodiac killer has sworn that he's going 
to pick off the little kiddies." My dad was super 
dry in his delivery, like nothing was ever cause 
for alarm. He'd say, "Oh, Dave, you should 
know there's a homicidal maniac who has 
written to the San Francisco Chronicle." Years 
later, when we were making Zodiac, I remember 
the opening scene of the movie wasn't working 
until [music supervisor] George Drakoulias 
brought me Three Dog Night's version of the 
song "Easy to Be Hard," from Hair. We put that 
music over the scene, and it was like I was in 
Black Point and could smell the eucalyptus. I 
was suddenly in 1965, in a green Impala with a 
huge backseat and a steel dashboard, like I was 
transported. I've harbored bizarre dreams of 
returning, but you can't, you know? Sausa-lito's 
not the same thing it was in 1976. 

PLAYBOY: Did you pursue your moviemaking 
passion once you hit high school? 

FINCHER: My parents became disenchanted 
with Marin just when I was about to enter 
high school. They were a little too Midwestern 
and reticent to succumb to Marin's kind of 
grooviness. They came back from the Oregon 
Shakespeare Festival convinced that the three 
of us kids would love southern Oregon, so they 
moved us there. I was on the cusp of doing 
what I wanted to do, and to have it snatched 
from me was like being choke-chained out of 
the perfect environment. 

PLAYBOY: Did you act out because of it? 
FINCHER: I always sort of acted out, but I 
wasn't a bad kid. Once I realized my parents 
weren't going to come to their senses, I knew 
the only way out of there was going to be on 
me. I wouldn't be able to be in the film business 
in southern Oregon and wouldn't witness 
the things I'd been seeing. So instead, as this 
scrawny drama nerd who always wanted to be 
a director, I developed my own curriculum and 
-executed it. 

PLAYBOY: What kind of jobs did you have as 
a kid? 

FINCHER: For most of high school, after school 
until six, I would work on plays and design sets 
and lighting. From six until 12:30 or one I would 
rush off to the local second-run movie theater, 
where I was a non-union projectionist. I got to 


watch movies for free, hundreds of times. That 
was a great job for someone who loved movies, 
because I got to see Being There, All That Jazz 
and 1941 180 times. Of course, I also had to 
watch things like Audrey Rose 180 times. On 
Saturdays I worked at KOBI in Medford, a local 
television news station, as a kind of production 
assistant. I would lug incredibly unwieldy 
cameras to shoot location stuff, like when there 
was a barn on fire or something like that. I also 
had jobs as a fry cook, busboy, dishwasher. 
PLAYBOY: Were your parents down with all 
this? 

FINCHER: When I was about 15 or 16, they 
sat me down and said, "We want to know 
where you think you're going and what you 
think you're going to do." I laid it out for them: 
"After high school I'm going to move back 
down to Marin. I want to eventually get a job 
working at Industrial Light & Magic. From there, 
I'm going to make television commercials and 
move to Los Angeles. Then I'd like to make 
sequels to my favorite science fiction movies." 
My dad, who was big on taking long, deep 
breaths while thinking about things, said 
probably the most important thing ever: "Well, 
what if that doesn't work out?" I was kind of 
like, "Fuck you. I'm not thinking about plan B." 
PLAYBOY: Your career pretty much followed 
that trajectory you laid out as a kid—except for 
the making-sequels part. 

FINCHER: I went back to Marin, where my 
younger sister had done voice-overs for 
[filmmaker] John Korty, and I got a production 
assistant job with him—moving Xerox 
machines, mopping floors, helping rewire 
animation stands. I rose very quickly in the 
ranks because of my work ethic. I was doing 
effects animation, shooting some -second-unit 
stuff and becoming a visual-effects producer. I 
met wildly talented, inspirational people there. 

It was kind of a great film school, though some 
people were definitely like, "Who the fuck does 
this 18-year-old think he is?" 

PLAYBOY: What did your parents make of the 
fact that within a few years you were directing 
commercials for some of the biggest clients in 
the world? 

FINCHER: When I was making commercials 
for Nike, Chanel and Pepsi, I think my parents 
thought I was doing stuff like "Come on down 
to Waterbed Warehouse." That was their idea 
of what television commercials were, so that's 
what they thought I was doing. My dad was an 
Okie and my mom was from South Dakota, and 
because they had a very different view of what 
one could expect, they wanted to protect me 
from disappointment. I think it clicked after we 
started Propaganda Films, and they started to 
think, Oh wow, he's okay financially. 

PLAYBOY: Propaganda was a very successful 
music video and moviemaking company that 
you, Dominic Sena and others launched in 1986 
and which boosted the feature-film careers of 
interesting directors such as Spike Jonze and 
Antoine Fuqua, among many others. 

FINCHER: It's weird. Cean and I were talking 
about our daughter, who is 20 now. That's the 
age I was when I directed my first television 
commercial. The idea of walking in the door, 
rolling up my sleeves and saying, "Okay, here's 
what the next 10 hours are about. For the first 
shot, we're going to...." That doesn't seem so 
weird or different to me, because that was me 
at the age of 20. And yet I would have a hard 
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time listening to a 20-year-old tell me, "Here's 
what we're going to be doing." 

PLAYBOY: You directed some of Madonna's 
most stylish videos, such as "Vogue" and "Bad 
Girl," the latter depicting the singer as a film 
noir femme fatale who gets strangled with 
panty hose. Why do you think that Madonna 
never translated to the big screen? 

FINCHER: Madonna is very crafty. She's street- 
smart. The video directors who did the best 
work with her—romantic, amazing stuff like 
what Jean-Baptiste Mondino did—were the 
ones she allowed to take risks and the ones 
who made videos she would throw herself into. 

I made commercials to make money, but I did 
music videos as a kind of film school. I learned 
that the way to be with Madonna was to follow 
her impetus, because the artist in a music video 
is not -only the star but also the studio. I could 
say to Madonna, "I need you to do it again. I 
need you to stop blinking. I need you to get 
your fucking chin down. And I need you to be 
better." Whether it was Madonna, Brad Pitt or 
Ben Affleck, I'm well aware that the work got 
financed because of them. But they needed 
to know I had to get them off their mark, get 
them to a place where it might get warm, 
because there might be friction. 

PLAYBOY: How do you look back on directing 
your first feature movie, Alien 3? 

FINCHER: I was a 27-year-old rube trying to 
navigate an impervious bureaucracy. It was an 
absurd and obscene daily battle to do anything 
interesting with what we were allowed to 
do. It was the same studio but very different 
players when I made Fight Club. There were 
80 corporate people who, for all the right 
reasons, became terrified of what the movie 
became. The biggest tipping point was, "God, 
the movie's so homoerotic," and that was a 
real problem for them. At the time, it was 
incendiary, but I look back on it now and it's so 
fucking tame, it's almost a TV movie. 

PLAYBOY: After that movie, did guys try to 
fight you, to take you on just for fun? 

FINCHER: I'm not tough, but I'm mean. I think 
people know I'm way too vindictive to try that 
shit. 

PLAYBOY: If any movie divides your ferociously 
partisan fanboy base it's The Curious Case of 
Benjamin Button—a deeply emotional, odd 
movie clearly made by someone who has 
grappled with death and the passage of time. 
FINCHER: I'd never made a movie with that big 
a body count. Everybody dies. And the truth of 
the matter is everyone is going to die, yet we 
spend so much time ignoring that fact. 
PLAYBOY: Whose death has most affected 
you? 

FINCHER: My father died in 2003, and I'd never 
been with someone when they died before. 
Almost all the decision-making I'd done in my 
life was in hopes of pleasing him or reacting 
against the things I felt he was shortsighted 
about. All of a sudden there was no north 
anymore, only south, east and west. When 
I read Eric Roth's draft of the script, it felt as 
though it was talking about an experience I'd 
had. Everybody kept saying the character was 
a little passive, and I was like, "My dad was a 
little passive. People do go through their entire 
lives being passive." Benjamin Button is a bit of 
a dirge. I thought it was beautiful. I thought it 
was an accomplishment. 

PLAYBOY: What do you think happens after 


death? 

FINCHER: When my father was sick, starting 
his chemo and puttering around our house 
after moving from Oregon to L.A., I could tell 
when he was about to appear at the bottom of 
the steps even if I didn't hear him. Of course, 

I knew him so intimately. When he passed 
I could tell he was no longer in the room. I 
was profoundly aware that the frequency he 
was on was suddenly gone. I've never been 
a religious person. I've always felt that the 
responsibility we have to one another should 
transcend punishment, that you should do what 
you feel is right because it's right, not because 
you're going to be scalded forevermore. I hope 
the ether is out there somewhere and all the 
star children pass on knowledge, experience, 
forgiveness, whatever. 

PLAYBOY: How do you assess The Social 
Network, a movie many people thought 
deserved to win the best picture Oscar over The 
King's Speech? 

FINCHER: It's as close to a John Hughes movie 
as I can make. For me that was stepping 
outside my comfort zone by showing nerds in 
their natural habitat. People said, "Oh, you're 
making a Facebook movie?" as if we were 
capitalizing on a trend or doing a Linda Blair 
Roller Boogie roller-disco movie after disco was 
dead. I was able to say to the studio, "There are 
no movie stars in this, just kids between 20 and 
25." It was incredibly fun and freeing to be able 
to just put the best people in those roles. 
PLAYBOY: For better or worse, over the years 
lots of Fincher projects have been announced 
and then vanished, including a top-chef project 
meant to star Keanu Reeves and a Steve Jobs 
movie with a script by Aaron Sorkin, who won 
an Oscar for writing The Social Network. But 
the most intriguing was a proposed remake of 
20,000 Leagues Under the Sea. 

FINCHER: Dude, it was fucking cool. It was 
smart and crazy entertaining, with the Nautilus 
crew fighting every kind of gigantic Ray 
Harryhausen thing. But it also had this riptide 
to it. We were doing Osama bin Nemo, a 
Middle Eastern prince from a wealthy family 
who has decided that white imperialism is evil 
and should be resisted. The notion was to put 
kids in a place where they'd say, "I agree with 
everything he espouses. I take issue with his 
means—or his ends." I really wanted to do it, 
but in the end I didn't have the stomach lining 
for it. A lot of people flourish at Hollywood 
studios because they're fear-based. I have a 
hard time relating to that, because I feel our 
biggest responsibility is to give the audience 
something they haven't seen. For example, 
Gillian Flynn and I are doing Utopia [about fans 
of a cult graphic novel] for HBO, and that's all 
I'm focusing on next year. 

PLAYBOY: In the end, what do you most want 
people to know about you? 

FINCHER: Studios treat audiences like 
lemmings, like cattle in a stockyard. I don't 
want to ask actors or anyone else on a movie 
to work so hard with me if the studios treat 
us as though we're making Big Macs. The Girl 
With the Dragon Tattoo is not a Big Mac. Gone 
Girl is not a Big Mac. This TV show I'm doing 
about music videos in the 1980s and the crew 
members who worked on them, or this other 
show, a Sunset Boulevard set in the world of 
soaps—they're not Big Macs. I don't make Big 
Macs. □ 
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PLAYMATE UPDATE 


PLAYMATES ENJOY AN ‘AFTER SHOOT’ DINNER TREAT 

After a grueling day of showing their best selves at a photo shoot, the Playmates got a chance to unwind and satiate their hunger at 
Italianni’s at Bonifacio High Street. Joining the Playmates were Sam Cu, president and CEO of PLAYBOY PH and Luigi Nunez, CEO of Beer 
Below Zero. “L always work with market leaders. I will not gamble away my credibility in a thing that I don’t believe in. It’s a brand leader; 
it’s a very powerful brand. It’s an institution, an icon,’’said Nunez of his alliance with PLAYBOY PH.. 
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RECALL* 

PLAYBOY ISSUE OCTOBER 1967 


ENTE RTAINMENT FOR MEN October ™ . 75 cents 

PLAYBOY 



FALL & WINTER FASHION FORECAST 
TEN-PAGE PICTORIAL ON THE HIPPIES 
YOUR PLAYBOY JAZZ & POP POLL BALLOT 
AN EXCLUSIVE INTERVIEW WITH JIM GARRISON 
PLUS NORMAN MAILER AND HERBERT GOLD 


As a historic and world-renowned brand, PLAYBOY has made significant contributions to iconic magazine design and brilliant content which has become the 
standard for men’s magazines all over the world. PLAYBOY Recall looks back at special moments in the history of the magazine through iconic and game¬ 
changing PLAYBOY issues. 

One of the few rare times when PLAYBOY did not feature a smoldering babe on the cover, the October 1967 issue features the iconic femlin character that 
frequents our Party Jokes pages. Made by Austin Fox, the statuette was photographed by J. Barry O’Rourke. Inside, the issue has a ten-page pictorial on 
hippies and a timely fall and winter fashion forecast. Playmate Reagan Wilson stars as Miss October in Ron Vogel’s photographs. 




WTCMM TENT ABB, PHILIPPINE TRADE TRAINING CENTER 110:00 AM - 10:00PM 
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THE WORLD’S 
BEST SELLING 
GADGET 
MAGAZINE 
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THE TIME IS NOW! 














